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SHIRNOFE ris. 


е VODKA, аба 100 PROOF. 


Smirnoff, a splash of soda, 
a squeeze of lime. It looks 
feels like a vermouth martini, 
but lighter. Friskier. 

With bubbles that playfully 
tweak your nose to help you 


forget Labor Day is coming. 

The Summer Martini. Made 
with the crystal clear spirit 
that mixes with anything good. 
Smirnoff. 


dones yan іней? 


Our newest compact stereo. 
It may lose us some component customers. 


Justwhen you're all setto buy some of 
our superb Sony components, we ask 
you to listen to our new HP-610. And be 
flabbergasted by its great sound. And 
wonder whether you need components 
after all. 

We're not really nuts.We just suspect 
there are some highly sophisticated hi-fi 
buffs who secretly long for a compact. 

Just because you know great sound, 
doesn't mean you have the room to 
accommodate components. And the 
time to shop around, to match and 
compare. Or that you're a whizz with a 
soldering iron and screwdriver. And get 
akick out of building your own cabinets. 

You think you must have components 
to get great sound. Well, think again. 

Where most compacts fail to measure 
upisin the amplifier. The HP-610 has one 
with all-silicon transistors and a 66- 
watt music output (Е.А. standard). 
That's a lot more powerful than many 


components you could buy. 

The speakers are better than anything 
we've ever offered ina compact They're 
completely airtight, with 8” woofers, 

4” mid-range, and 2” tweeters. Their 
fidelity will floor you. 

The tuner has a long slide-rule dial for 
easy tuning. And a solid-state IF filter to 
screen outinterference from neighboring 
stations. And Field Effect Transistors in 
the front end to pull in weak FM stations. 

There's a Dual 3-speed automatic 
turntable with a Pickering micro- 
magnetic cartridge. And enough input 
and output jacks to satisfy the most 
insatiable hi-fi fiend. There’s even a 
speaker-selector switch that lets you 
turn your remote speakers on and off 
separately from the main speakers. 

There's also a price of around $400. 
Which is maybe $100 /ess than you'd 
have spent on our components. Perhaps 
we're nuts after all. 


THE SONY HP-610 STEREO 


WINSTONS 
DOWN HOME TASTE! 


Real and rich and good 


In the Super King size. 


Koff, an apocalyp- 
ic antide based on 
Koll's conversations 
with scientists who 
believe that, at pres- 
ent growth levels, 
any combination of 
unchecked pollu- 
поп. world popu- 
lation and resource 
depletion heralds 
MORLEY DERER the end of the 
world. MIT professor Jay Forrester and 
his associates have fed the frighten 
tends into a computer 10 predict just 
what will get us fsi—if we don't shape 
up. Forrester's analysis, World Dynamics, 
will be published this month by Wright 
Allen Pres, Кой. who as a licensed en- 
сег is probably the only person on 
our staff who could full comprehend 
what Forrester is up to, appears con- 
vinced. Richard says it was “difficult to 
find anything hopeful in the study For- 
rester did, except that he did it 

This month's lead fiction, Murder at 
Cobbler's Hulk, by aolain, is 
infused with the kind of ironic human- 
ity that seems naturally set in Ireland, a 
land of blood, charm and literature, 
Earl L. Robertson's Sorry I Had to Leave 
You at the Nile is the story of а strange 
courtship, updating the old conllict be- 
tween Platonic and physical love. There's 
по love lost between the veddy. veddy 
British actor Robert Morley and the 
vendi. In Morley Meets the he 
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TIMOTHY LEARY'S €S- 
саре from a Cali- 
fornia prison late 
last summer and his 
subsequent rambling 
endorsement of the 
Weathermen, which 
appeared in the 
underground press, 
caught usas well Q'FAOLAIN 

as the authorities—by surprise. We had 
terviewed Leary (September 1966) and 
published im aride of his (Episode 
and Postscript, December 1969) when he 
was still a guru to the 
(that phrase has an 
sound less than five y we first 
heard it) and we remembered him a 
gentle, loquacious eccentric, To find 
1 nd confirm his appa philo- 
sopl switch, we couldn't just call 
the underground and inquire if Tim wer 
around and felt up to tilking. So w 


encration” 
ient 


asked a man who has had his own troubles 
with the 
Pearce- 


former sale-cracker Doun 
author of Cool Hand Luke and 
us of various French jails and the 
State Penitentiary (class of 1 
—if he would uy to run Leary down 
Pearce, who's going straight these days as 
a freelancer out of Miami, located Le: 
in Algicrs with his wile, Roser 
Eldridge Cleaver, the Black Panther lead- 
ex in exile, Finding himself regarded, for 
the first time in his life, as а repre: 


tive of the establishment, Pearce spent wryly explains that this genicel antipathy 
five frustrating days with the Learys, uy- is a result of their obvious—to an Eng- 
їр б a EACH Hit lishman- shortcomings and the fact that 
and instinctive suspicion. (“What we have they chim tide to а land of which they 


are dearly unworthy. Reg Poterton, 
PLAYnoy’s Associate Travel Editor, pays 
wibute to Scotland in Take the High 
Road: and former Associate Editor Law- 


here, Donn, is à failure to communicate.) 
Then he came back to the States, con- 
fused and a litle angry. and wrote Leary 
in Limbo, a highly subjective but re- 
vealing account. that is sad, funny—and. rence Linderman interviews John Cassi- 
prophetic. As for Leary's future, Pearce vetes, the actor and director whose recent 
says. "E think hell either come back in ROBINSON film Husbands took a split decision from 
year or so, or commit suicide, He won't audiences. Cassavetes has some choice 
be able to take Шаг environment and its words on that subje 
obscurity.” In ГИ Put Your Name in Lights, 

Back on Leary's old turf, C; Natividad Abascal. Woody Allen enter- 
you can find just about anytl tainingly advertises а new film comedy- 
want these days in the way of vicarious m by, directed by and starring the 
Rowers talked to some selEeffacing Woody Allen. Bob Abel and 
iiv: Michael Valenti produced The “Sensuous 
ing industry and wove his observations Woman" Index, a satire of that best 
into The Porn Is Green. Bowers expected selling sexual primer, under the pseudo- 
to meet people “of a high order of seedi- nyms “A” and “V” (full names just don't 
ness, wearing masks,” but was pleasmtly make it anymore). TV actress L ns 
suprised by their civility and frank- spent a few hours in front of John Derek's 
ness. James Kavanaugh, the Roman lenses, then pulled a switch and took the 
Catholic priest who quit the cloth after photo of Derek that appears on this page. 
making waves with his book A Modern Contributing Editor Ken W. Purdy re- 
Priest Looks at His Outdated Church, counts The Jaguar Story and Bill Robin- 
wonders about the health of the soc son olfers his Pick of the Day Sailers f 
revolution in The New Salvationists. An those who would like to go down to the 
postie of joy since his br lı asceti- I ships; the feature is illustrated 
amaugh believes that what the by Martin Hoffman. And there's our July 
world needs now is a little more fun, He Playmate, Heather Van Every, who—just 
would de o joy from An End to All by being in Denver—is onc mile higher 
"his, by Administr Tim Lewy. I's that kind of issue. 
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ml "sex stars” in this 
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Heineken" 
tastes tremendous 


IMPORTED HEINEKEN. IN BOTTLES. ON DRAFT AND DARK BEER. 
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more than before. 


The more the merrier. 
That's the new long-play tray 
for Kodak Carousel projec- 
tors. It holds a whopping 
140 standard cardboard- 
mounted slides. No other 
projector tray can match it. 

That means more uninter- 
rupted showing time. More 
compact slide storage, too. 

And lets get in a few 
words about famed Kodak 
Carousel projectors. Smooth. 
Dependable. Easy to use. 


See them at your photo 
dealer's. They come in a wide 
range of models. Each with 
the 140-slide tray. Prices start 
at less than $65. 

Kodak makes your 
pictures count. 
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Lee Knickers. They're not for everybody. 
Just forthe guy who’s daring enough to reach out for 
dashingstyle- And practical comfort. They're eye-catching 

in the park. Or at the Plaza. Blouse 'em over riding boots. Or wear 
"em with argyle Socks (they're coming back, too). Whatever, 
уои'ге оп your own with Lee Knickers. Meticulously 
tailored of twill tweedzin-subtie shades of Taupe, 
Brown, Burgundy, and Blue. Available at 


better stores everywhere. $13. Oneup in style 


Н. D. Lee Company, loc, Fashion Division, Р.О. Box 440; Shawnee Mission, Kansas 66201. Also available in Canada. 
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ACTOR'S ACTOR 
1 just finished your personality piece 
Great Scott! (pLayBoy, April). Saul Braun 
has written an excellent article about an 
excellent man and actor, George C. Scou. 
‘The insights into the man, at home and 
at work, give us a glimpse of what makes 
him tick. Braun deserves a hefty pat on 
the back for a job well done. 
Harold Barton 
Altus, Oklahoma 


When an actor refuses an Academy 
ard nomination, the question arises, 
What kind of a nut is this” In a 
remarkable article about a remarkable 
talent, Braun provides the answers. It is 
about as close to the core as you are ever 
going to get. I enjoyed it tremendously. 
Tom Ewell 
Owensboro, Kentucky 
Tom Ewell is another well-known ac- 
tor's actor. 


As Saul Braun indicited, George C. 
Scott did spend a week on my show as 
co-host. Yet I find myself questioning 
whether it was really ¿he George C. Scott. 
During that week, there was none of the 
anger I keep reading about; he was 
charming, personable and cooperative. 
He was, in fact, responsible for one of 
the comedy highlights of my almost ten 
years on the air. If it was not George С. 
Scott who was with me that week, I want 
to take this opportunity to congratulate 
the best impressionist in the world. 1 
would also like to congratulate rLAvuor 
оп your absorbing Great Scott! 

Mike Douglas 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 


What a good job Braun did on the 
George Scott story! I've worked with 
George and share what I'm certain is 
the feeling of every director who's had 
the experience—that if he's not the best 
actor in the English-speaking world, he's 
dose enough so that irs not worth ar- 
guing about. He cares, and cares very 
deeply, about what he does. Let me tell 
you a story: We were filming a segment 
of East Side/West Side and it was late 
Friday, at the end of a very hard week. 
George and I had gone to the screening 
100m to look at a first cut of a prior 


show we had done, one we felt very 
strongly about because of its content 
and two particularly fine performances. 
What we sıw was pretty bad, nothing 
like what we knew we'd put on film. So, 
at Il o'clock at night. we drove to the 
apartment of the executive producer, 
David Susskind. George’s last words to me 
were, “Be quiet for the first three min 
utes. Let me do the talking.” David 
opened the door in his stocking feet and 
was very gracious during an hour-and-a- 
half discussion, with George doing most 
of the discussing. The show in question 
had been shot in Harlem and showed 
that part of the city as it is: poor and 
dirty. That was the point. But the film 
editor, a lady of deep social conscious- 
ness, felt that showing Harlem dirty on 
television was a sign of anti-Negro bias 
(nobody said black in those days) and 
she simply never showed that film to 
Susskind or his associates, changing the 
whole attack of the story. As a result of 
George's leading the charge, David spent 
all day Saturday and well into Saturday 
night with me in the cutting room, 
missing а dinner party in his home, and 
we completely re-edited the picture. For 
our trouble, we received eight Emmy 
Award nomination cluding one each 
for James Earl Jones and Diana Sands. 

Tom Gries 

Beverly Hills, California 


BLACK IS BEAUTIFUL. 

Paul Theroux’s The Miss Malawi Con- 
test (eLaysoY. April) is funny and 
touching—and brutal. He chose an ab- 
surd setting and a comic structure to 
make a really serious point. But the 
point involves more than just the ethnic 
question. There are many kinds of Ambi 
creams available besides those that turn 
your skin white (or blue). Score one for 
Theroux—and опе for Shakespeare's 
Hamlet, in which Polonius says, “This 
above all: To thine own sclf be true, 
And it must follow, as the night the day, 
Thou canst not then be false to any 


Robert Mallman 
Houston, Texas 


HOMOSEXUALITY PANEL 
1 read with interest the panel discus- 
sion on homosexuality їп your April 
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issue, Your frank treatment of the topic 
will help develop tolerance and under- 
standing of the homosexual qualities that 
until now have been almost nonexistent. 

It is crucial t the Chris lence 
his hostility to the homosexual and real- 
ize that to be gay is to be part of God's 
creation. Rather th 
make the homosexual heterosexual, 
must help him accept his homosexuality 
and live with it without guilt, To do so 
we must 
ty to homosexual feelings, attitudes 
acts. We must speak not of ethics and 
homosexuality but of the ethic of homo- 
sexuality, Because of the alienation by 
society and the church, the homosexual 
is forced to believe that it makes litle 
difference what he does that it is in 
g а homosexual that the immorality 
lies. 7 is false. Deep relations between 
two members of the same sex are not only 
morally permissible but they are to be 
sought, encouraged ind supported. 

The Christian who shares the homo- 
condition is а very real factor in 
nidst. Perhaps no single group of 
human beings is subjected to greater in- 
justice, persecution and suffering than he. 
Nowhere else does Christ's challenge to 
the church remain unanswered to the 
same degree: “Whatever you do to the 
least of these my brothers you do to me,” 

The Rey. David Stanton. Director 
holic Homophile Guild 
Winnipeg. Manitoba 


se 
ош 


I must ask уо 
the 


10 Correct a very 
mation provided 
Playboy Pan 
t The 
aghters. 
'ancisco. 
But it has not been connected with that 
ion for a full year. The Ladder 
udependent Lesbian and women's 
sand our present 
iling address is P. O. Box 5025. Wash- 
ington Station, Reno, Nevada 
Gene Damon, Editor 
The Ladder 

Reno, Nevada 


seri- 


ous error in 
about the p: 

: Homosexuality. You sta 
ЖИЛЕ и, 


rravsoy asked most of the right ques- 
tions in its symposium on homosexu. 
ty, but the panelists did not always give 
the right answers. No one really picked 
of homosexuals and. 
the Armed Forces. Men in а Пес society 
shoud not hi 
sexual behavior with an agency of the 
Government for any reason. In an effort 
to saeen our homosexuals, the Pent 
gon makes all draft: п tell at the 
time of their preinduction examinations 
whether or not they have homose 
tendencies, Every 
quest 

on 
business. It is 
year-olds register 


см 


up on the « 


e to discuss their private 


n who wers tli: 


1 yes or no is thus compromised 
a personal matter thar is nobody's 
process whereby all 19- 
their sexual feelings 


with the Government. Homosexual men 
are faced with two dul 
perjury or selLincrimination. If a homo- 
sexu to tell the truth, he is 
immediately asked to give proof of his 
assertion. While it is not a crime to he 
homosexual, there are numerous laws in 
49 of our 50 states against the commis- 


sion of homosexual acts. Furthermore, 
from a clinical point of view, homosex- 
ual tendencies are not something that 
can bc proved. Many masculine. men 
who declare their homosexual tenden- 
cies are drafted arbiuarily and later 
given lessthan-honorable discharges for 


iwise. if a 
c himself, 
. And during his 
as the risk of being, 
and ef rec 
lessthan-honorable discharge in 


being homosexual. Contrar 
homosexual chooses to perj 
he will also be drafte 
term of service, he r 
discovered 
tizing, 
consequence. 
Don Slater 
Committee to Fight Exclusion 
оГ Homosexuals from 
the Armed Forces 
Los Angeles, California 


It is unfortunate that the treatment of 
hom ls cam lie in the hands of 
professionals like Dr. Irving Bicher 
Specifically. I am referring to those psy- 
choanalysts amd psychologists who ad- 
here to harmful. clinical concepts that 
categorie. homosexuals as a product of 
di 1 development.” inher- 
ently promiscuous amd sexually compul- 
sive, and contend that homosexuality is 
incompatible with a reasonably happy 
ife." IF such condemning attitudes were 
held by all psychoanalysis and ath 
members of the medical profession. the 
treatment of homosexuals would certain- 
total failuse. It is very sad that. as 
Phyllis Lyon said in the Panel. "there's 
too much ignorance, even among pro- 
fessionals.” 


Edward Spivak 


Lehman College 

Bronx, New York 

When I started to read the Panel, 1 
hoped that rraytoy would find some 
new aspect or at least report new trends 
on the subject of homosexuality. 1 was 


disappointed, as was everyone else in our 
office who read it. Dick Leitsch offers the 
most realistic approach, vet his views seem 
somewhat shrouded in antiquity. Dr. 
Bieber's status ay an armchair observer is 
just that. We would Tike to extend him 
an invitation to visit our office for a crash 
course in reality 
duty on our survival phones 

I believe that PLAYBoy could serve to 
bring out the more реніш pects of 
today’s gay struggle, such as the endless 
fight against police entrapment and br 
tality, militoy and dralt problems and 
the updating of leg equal 
rights for homosexuals. Perhaps rraynoy. 


nd perbaps а month's 


TEE 


ion for 


has yet to realize that gay liberation in 
its many forms involves more than social 
gatherings. We would welcome a rLaynov 
analysis of homosexuality in 1971 instead 
of 1951, In short, 1, for one, don't feel 
that the value of this discuss 
the cost of publishing it. 


y 
Gay Liba 
Los Angeles, California 


Homosexuality isn’t a sickness, but in 
our present society. it is often a sad way 
of lite. Perhaps your Panel will help 
change that, if only а little. 

Richard Millea 

Los Angeles, California 


SHAKE, RATTLE AND ROLL 

National Off Road Racing Ass 
(NORRA) member number 2913, Da- 
vid Stevens, author of Baja's Queasy Rid- 
er (vLaynoy, April). unquestionably gets 
the checkered ар as fit im his class 
(Ot Road Humor Writer/Rider w/Un- 
der 500 c.c. Bladder Displacement) for a 
very funny article. Although most of us 
in organized off-road racing take the 
sport more seriously than David docs. it 
was refreshing to bounce along with him 
and kıugh our way through the check 
points from Ensenada to La Paz of the 
Mexican 1000, As long as men and ma- 
chines are built for this kind of endur- 
ance, we will continue to provide them 
with races like the Mexican 1000 (in 
November) and the Baja 500 (in June). 
Our compliments to David Stevens on his 
wit and humor. 


Pearlman, President 
National Off. Road Racing 
Association 

Glendale, California 


ESP MESSAGES 
Jules Siegel's article оп extrasensory 
perception, Sixth Sense (PLaynoy, April). 
was excellent reading and very thought- 
provoking. The scientists tell us that we 
use only а small portion of our brain. 
Isn't it conceivable that somewhere in 
the large unused portion we might. have 
in wansmitter and receiver? ‘The 
nerves are constantly sending electrical 
impulses to the br 
trons. Now, when an electron 
through a wire it creates а mi 
field. so couldn't an electron ү 
through the nerves and the brain set up 
a similar field? ‘There is so much happen- 
ing in the brain electrically and maybe 
even chemically that it’s hard not to be- 
lieve that we are on the threshold of 
many discoveries 


а bu 


in the form of elec 
passes 


ушем 
nd, М 


2 
пупа 


Before we 
ing “halo” trouble 
dear up quotes mistake 
us. Siegel quotes Craig Vetter as supposed- 
ly relating what we told him about bent 


are over 


a by people hav 
like to 
ly attributed to 


we would 


A Bacardi party to go. 
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prongs on halos and associating this 
with material in our book, Psychic Dis- 
coveries Behind the Iron Curtain. Vetter 
did not interview us and we did not say 
this. Vetter was a guest at a crowded 
party we attended at the invitation of a 
Chicago TV producer. Another guest 
did mention “prongs on halos,” a "syn- 
drome” we'd never heard of—so any 
readers with prong problems will have 
to apply clsewhe 
Unfortunately, Si ates this fun- 
ny bit to а new Soviet system of photog 
raphy based on the wellknown "coron. 
elec." Soviet technologists use this 
along with many other modern scientific 
methods and instruments in their physi- 
ological, useoriented. ESP research. Ùn- 
fortunately also, Siegel uses the facetious 
prong anecdote to judge the credibility 
of the work reported in our book, doing 
a disservice to many Soviet researchers 
of high standing in the pure sciences 
who are probing the frontiers of such 
human psi potentials as outer-space telep- 
ашу, PK, dowsing and eyeless sight. 
The cxedibility of our book might be 
better judged through the lengthy reler- 
enced bibliography, appendix and chap- 
ssessment by Western scientific 

- Occasionally in Sixth Sense, 
Siegel mentions intriguing explorations 
by these same Soviet scientists. Yet he 
s our book, the source of this 

data, only in an unfounded, ridiculous 
context. It’s hard to underst 
curred in an otherwise bal 


sticle. 
ader 
Lynn Schroeder 

Toronto, Ont: 

Author Siegel stands by his evaluation 

of “Psychic Discoveries Behind the Iron 

Curtain” —but he, Craig Vetter and 

PLAynoy acknowledge the pitfalls of 

reporting on cocktail-party conversations. 


I read Siegel's artide with great 
interest and was llauered to discover 
that he mentions me. However, though I 
would like very much to believe in ESP, 
I recived a classical scientific education 
and therefore must side with the men 
Siegel denounces as "a kangaroo court 
of academic bigots.” 1 do believe that 
there arc vast powers of the human 
mind as yet undiscovered; I just don't 
believe that psi is the answer. When 
these powers are found, they will be so 
unexpected that well all be amazed and 
will wonder why we wasted so much 
e on ESP. The fact t I wrote a 
carefully worked-out novel, The Demol- 
ished Man, about telepathy means noth- 
ag. Didn't Oscar Wilde say that a man's 
belief in something doesn't necessarily 
make it true? А ficti iter's attempt 
to make something seem true doesn’t 
necessarily mean that he believes it. 

Alfred Bester, Senior Editor 

Holiday Magazine 

New York, New York 


nw 


Siegel quotes a statement by me that 
appeared in Science News to the effect 
that "we don't feel we have proved any- 
thing.” This statement was correct at the 
time it appeared in the October 1907 
issue of that magazine. To report it in 
1971 without giving the date or no 
our current position—that our cor 
ued efforts have, in our op 
firmed the telepathy hypothesis—is to 


leave the reader with the impression 
that no further experimental evidence 
was forthcoming in the g three 
yea 

M.D. 

1 Center 


Brooklyn, New York 


ZUBIN AND 
1 found the F. P. Tullius article, Zu- 
bin and the Mothers (ruaysov, April). 
about the head-on collision of two mus 
cal worlds—Frank Zappa's Mothers of 
Invention rock group performing with 
Zubin Mehta and the Los Angeles Phil- 
harmonic—mos amusing. For the fu- 
ture, I recommend: Goheadon. 
Goheadon, Zubin! But 


Los Angeles, California 

Rozsa is a prolific composer of film 

scores whose credits include “Ben Hur,” 
“Quo Vadis" and “El Сїй. 


1 suspect it to be an indi 
middle age that I find Е. Р. 
desc ion of the Zubin and the Moth- 
ers rencontre tiresome. The exposition 
of so much noisy egotism is an indica 
tion of the mental age th: 
ploiting. To shock the 
complacent, to shake up the conformist, 
to rattle those of constipated mind is 
ways has been the duty of every 
intelligent creature and every truly crea- 
tive artist. But it sad indictment of 
our times that screaming and obscenity 
are the only means left to effect change. 
Even more distasteful is the financial 
profiteering that is part of the whole 
symbiosis. If these neoprophets donated 
one third of their appearance fec to the 
sad and needy, perliaps even to those 
establishment. symphony orchestras such 
is Zubin Mchta’s then one would feel 
heuer able to accept them as a part of 
society. 1 congratulate Tullius on his 
graphic and lively description of the 
encounter between the classic orchestra 
and Zappa's group. Zappa is obviously 
a very talented man. A pity he sees fit to 
blast his ideas through a cannon at huge 
regiments. 


Yehudi Menuhin 
London, England 


TOGETHER A WINNER 

I am pleased to inform you that the 
Award Committee of the National Con- 
ference of Christians and Jews has se- 
lected PLAYBOY for a special award in 


intergroup communi s Janu- 
ary 1970 series of articles called Bring Us 
Together. 1 would also like to add my 
personal congratulations to PLAYBOY for 
à job well done as well as my thanks for 
pubtishing the series. 

Michael H. Goldstein 

Director of Public Information 

National Conference of 

Christians and Jews 
New York, New York 


THE VANISHING LIBERAL 

Jack Newfield's The Death of Liberal- 
ism (eravwov. April) well delineates the 
evolution from liberal anti-commi 
to more “Populist” movements such as 
SDS. It is largely a transition helped by 
the liberals" inability to confront the 
CIA, Harvard Yard diplomacy and Mc 
Carthyism and by their reluctance to rec- 
ognize both the oppression of 53 percent 
of our population (women) and the 
inexcusable income distribution in this 
nation. But just as great a crime comes 
from the fact that, having no viable 
examples of American concern for hu- 
n beings, many of our youths must 
look to Asia and Africa lor spiritual 
leadership. The liberal-conservative coa 
lition on wavesties such as the Chicago 
Seven tial pushes many not just beyond 
nationalism but into sel£disrespect and 
hatred for the nation, Newfiekl's article 
should not be rcad as a mere descriptive 
but, rather, п encouraging. prescrip- 
tive for tomorrow. 


"Terry A. Stith 
Boston. University 
Boston, Massachusetts 


Even though Newfield is a radical, 
his article is accurate and truthful. The 
only recommendation I would add to his 
is that liberalism take a much stronge: 
stand against lawlessness and subversion. 
amd come up with meaningful programs 


for court and prison reforms. 
d C. Dougherty 


Richi 
Roslyn, Pennsyly. 


KICKS ON ROUTE 66 

After reading Richard Matheson's 
Duel (etayboy, April), ГШ 
ever pass a truck on the highway agai 
Easily the most chilling story of 
lup that’s I ni 
ing down a hi ing speed all 
y. I thought the truck driver 
would turn out to be somebody the hero 


probably 


eas 


knew; leaving him an anonymous men- 
ace to the very end made the story all 
the more terrifying, 


Ross Saunders 
Philadelphia, Pennsylv 


KILLER MAN 

pravsoy’s March article Shark! by 
Peter Matthiessen proved to me th: 
killing frenzy of humans (like butch 
ing sheep to excite the sharks) can driv 
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Their imagination? lt really 
lets loose when they see 
unfinished furniture. 

ІМІ let them have the 
bright, wild Colors they can 
only do themselves. 

Their cigarette? Viceroy. 
They wont settle for less. 

Its à matter of taste. 


Viceroy gives you all the taste, all the time: | 


© 1970, BROWN А WILLIAMSON TOBACCO CORP. 


King Size, 17 mg. "tar," 12 mg nicotine; Long Size, 19 mg. "tar; 144 me. nicotine ev, per cigarette, FIC Report Nov. 70. 
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y. It took two years of 
с Peter Gimbel and his 
crew to prod white sharks to live up to 
their so-called killer reputation, Th 
what science calls experimenter's bias. 
їз eat people sometimes but very 
seldom. People eat people sometimes 
but very seldom. In my own underwater 


y provoking 
I did not allow апу 
ng fish 
n an 
g shark, While they take the fish 
the man, they may take a 
e. My fine divers and 
t many thousands of 
hours among sharks from 
the Bahamas. Sharks were always around 
but none ol us were ever attacked by 
them. We filmed hundreds of Sea Hunt 
nd Flipper shows and many features, 
among them the underwater sequences 
for Thunderball, in which my men һай 
to capture 49 tiger sharks. [ was with 
them and mone of these sharks turned 
nt us. Lightning kills more people. 
sharks do and motorcars kill thou- 
sands more. Considering the billions of 
possible shark-man encounters, the 5 
place on earth is in the ocean, swim- 
ming among normal sharks, Peter Gim- 
bel's work in studying and filming white 
sharks will teach us a lesson: Fear not 
nature, but fear what man is doing ro it. 


Ivan Tors 
Vantors Films Ltd. 
London. England 


HIP TRIP 

True or False? Yoko Ono Is Heavier 
Ihan Rod McKuen (PLAYBOY, 
your quiz by David Standish 
‚ did what it announced it would 
p facade from even 
jest of freaks"—ánd then some 
Maybe it will bring down some of the 
p elite from their hipperthan-thou 
wips. Um glad to see such a feature in 
your magazine and you are to be congrat- 
ulated for N g the way 
ground print media, Right 


the over- 
PLAYBOY. 


eles, California 


Regar question number nine in 
David Standish and Craig Vetter's quiz, 
my middle initial is not R. it is P, for 
Patrick. Standish and Vetter have made 
a glaring mistake—unless the 

m A dude named Jay R. Lynch making his 
Tonic-water ice cubes. nen лты 
Tf this is the case, I shall be f ed to a 


This week's perfect gin & tonic secret. | pesi tomy tionen to of un impostor. 


Jay P. Lynch 


Mix it the way you always do, but use Chicago, Illinois 
ice cubes made of tonic water. And the perfect ML VICI E 
martini gn, Seagram's Extra Dy. that dynamite duo, “Nard n’ Pat.” 


‘SEAGRAM DISTILLERS COMPANY. NEW YORK CITY. 90 PROOF. DISTILLED DRY GIN. DISTILLED FROM AMERICAN GRAIN 


Stag, 
Anew kind of Triumph. 


For years, Triumph has been making fine sports cars for people who lave cars. Now Triumph. 
introduces a sports car which loves in return. 

To all the things that make a true sports car good to drive, the Stag adds all the things that 
make a car good to ride in. Stag adds power to Triumph’ rack and pinion steering and front 
disc brakes. [t combines more room and comfort with Triumph’ road hugging, independent 
suspension. 

The engine is a big, smooth V-8, making the Stag the fastest car in the line. Theres true 2 
plus 2 seating, electric windows and a solid, padded roll bar, even when the top is down. 

Big, wide doors make it easy to get in and out, controls are in easy reach of your fingertips, 
and both the reclining bucket seats and the padded steering wheel are fully adjustable. 

The Stag is a new kind of Triumph, a powerful over-the-road car built by the biggest maker 
of sports cars in the world. 

Base price is $5525* including chrome wire wheels and radial ply tires. 

Options include a detachable hard top with a heated rear window, automatic transmission, 
air conditioning, and the pleasure of test 


© driving the Stag at your nearest Triumph 
ag | dealer. 


For the name of your nearest Triumph dealer, 
call 800-631-1971 toll free. 
In New Jersey, call 800-962-2803. 


“Manufacturers suggested retail price, PO.E., optional equipment, destination charges, dealer preparation charges, 
state and local taxes, if any, notincluded, British Leyland Motors, Inc., Leonia, NJ. 07605. 
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NOW —YOURS FROM COLUMBIA—AT TRULY 


Any о stereo 


MUD SLIDE SLIM 
& THE 
BLUE HORIZON 
Highway Song 
Let One Ride 


САТ STEVENS 
[TE FOR THE TLE 
nus wna wenn: mon 


198911 


STEPPENWOLF 
GOLD 
Bom | Hey | Марс 
ES 
i 
Sure 


THREE DOG ES 
NIGHT 


GOLDEN 
BISQUITS. 
1's Coming 


[JEANNIE с. RILEY'S) 
GREATEST HITS 


| Me and 
| Bobby 


186809 


MORE OF 
THE 


194357 3- 


БЕ 
MA. 


1937483 


Burt Bacharach 
BUTCH CASSIDY AND 
THE SUNDANCE KID 


188367 186114 
Ж Selections marked witha tar ae pot availabe in reel tape 


NEIL YOUNG 
rer the Gol Fst, 


GARY PUCKETT & 
THE UNION GAPS. 
(GREATEST MITS 


NASH & YOUNG 
DALLAS TAYLOR 
Е GREG REEVES 


us Its Impossible 
My Sweet Lord won | 


| s Pres More win 
=e Pesing ш woa. 


191189 


GREAT SAVINGS 


tape 


Sinatra & Company 


Wie The Partridge Family 
UP TO DATE 


Carlos 
Jobim 


` 


ERGE 


for $ 00 


only plus mailing 


апа handling 
if you join right now — and agree to purchase 


as few as six selections during the coming year 


JOSEPH 
and the 


Doesn't Somebody 
Want To Be Wanted 


Just look at great selection of recorded 
entertainment—now available in your choice 
of 8-Track Cartridges OR Tape Cassettes 
OR Reel-to-Reel Tapes! So no matter which 
type of stereo tape playback equipment you 
now have in your home—you can take ad- 
vantage о! this special introductory olfer 
from Columbia House! 

To receive your 5 tapes for only $1.00, just 
fill in and mail the postpaid application card 
provided. Indicate which type of recorded 
music you prefer . . . Cartridges, cassettes, 
or reel tapes . . . and your five selections 
will be sent upon enrollment, Also be sure 
to indicate the field of music in which you 
are mainly interested—in order to help us 
serve you better. 

As a member you will receive, every four 
weeks, an informative music magazine—de- 
scribing the regular selection for the month, 
and scores upon scores of alternate selec- 
tions from every field of music. 

How to order. If you do not want any selec- 
tion in any month—merely return the special 
card by the date specified. If you want only 
the regular selection, do nothing—it will be 
shipped to you automatically. Or use the 
card to order any of the alternate selections 
offered. And from time to time, we will offer 
some special selections, which you may re- 


172411 


BEL 


ject by returning the special dated form pro- 
vided—or accept by doing nothing . . . the 
choice is always up to you! 

Your own charge account will be opened 
upon enrollment . . . you pay for your selec- 
tions only after you have received them. They 
will be mailed and billed to you at our regu- 
lar prices: cartridges and cassettes, $6.98; 
reel-to-reel tapes, $7.98 .. . plus mailing and 
handling. (Occasional special selections 
may be somewhat higher.) 

Fantastic bonus plan. Your only obligation 
is to buy six selections (at the regular Club 
prices) during the coming year. After doing 
so, you have no further obligation to pur- 
chase anything—and you may cancel mem- 
bership at any time. If you decide to con- 
tinue, you will be eligible for our generous 
bonus plan—which can save you at least 
33% on all your future purchases! This is 
the most convenient way possible to build a 
stereo tape collection at the greatest sav- 
ings possible! So don't delay—mail the post- 
paid card today! 


Columbia Tape Club 
a service of 


Be Folumbia 
House 


Terre Haute Indiana 7808. A/F 


DYLAN 
iG 


AMAZING 
TECHNICOLOR 
DREAMCOAT 


Take your pick 


7" REEL-TO-REEL 


| CARPENTERS | 


TI 


butterfield blues band 
canned heat 
crosby, stills, nash 
&young 
jimi hendrix 
jefferson airplane 


What a good time 
for all the good things of a Kent. 


Mild, smooth taste. King Size or 100's 


King Size, 16 mg, “tar” 10 mg. nicotine; 100's, 19 mg. "tar; 1.2 mg. nicotine; av. per cigarette, FTC Report Nov.70. © Lorillard 1971 


PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS 


Cy. a pizza convention might 
nor have piqued our journalistic cu- 
riosity, but this one—a “regional sympo- 
sium"—happened to be just four blocks 
from our office and afforded the oppor- 
tunity to stretch our legs and maybe 
even score for a slice or two. At firs 
glance, it seemed like a typical hote 
тоот gathering: a few hundred con- 
servatively dressed types milling around 
the tables and displays wearing name 
badges and talking loudly. But we left, 
some hours later, staggered by the discov- 
ery that America’s pizza people are no 
longer the colorful ethnic snack vendors 
of the Fifties’ pizza-parlor fad. They have 
organized themselves into a militant mi- 
nority of culinary crusaders who arc at 
this very moment plotting the overthrow 
of the burger the fried 
chicken. franchisees. 

Behind all this is the North American 
Pizza Association, barely three years old 
but 2000 strong, which has been barn- 
the country, mobilizing the na- 
listic pizzeros (if 
we may coin a term) into action against 
their common enemy, armed with the 
latest developments in pizza technology 
ming stainless-steel machines that 
do just about everything except add the 
anchovies. The N. А.Р. А. battle cry, pre- 
dictably, is "Pizza power!" After read- 
ing another of its slogans— Pizza makes 
me passionate were buttonholed 
at the convention by a host of pizza- 
philes who averred that pizza is not 
only “a highly nutritional convenience 
food” but also the epicurean wave of 
the future, “Do you realize," one told 
us, “that a person could eat pizza three 
times a day, three different ways, never 
get tired of it and never get scurvy?” He 
was wearing a pink-and-orange button 
bearing the familiar peace symbol plus 
the words anp PIZZA. With eyes aglitter, 
he spoke of a bilious new world of pizza 
ng that would cause ап old-guard 
cheese-and-sausage man to blanch: Ha- 
waiian pizzas with pineapple and ham, 
omelet pizzas, even pizzas topped with 
nuts, hot dogs and/or chili. 

What impressed us most was the deep 


barons and 


stormin 


tion's proud, individu 


—we 


emotional commitment pizza makers 
have to their art and стай. For the 
consumer, they avow, this zeal will pay 
off in faster service, in hotter delivery 
(via jecp-mounted ovens and such) and 
even in beuer-tasting pizza. But we're 
just sentimental enough to lament what 
seems to be the passing of the old corner 
pizzeria, manned by a showman in the 
window who swirled an expanding disk 
of dough high in the air, caught it 
nimbly and sent it spinning up again. At 
the N. А.Р. A. symposium, there was опе 
such fellow striving to keep this tradition 
live, and we joined the crowd of on- 
lookers. Alas, one whirling disk, almost 
two feet across, hovered a moment at its 
apogee, and then wrapped itself around. 
his head. 


‘This sign was spotied at a departure 
gate at Washington National Airport: 
MOVIES FOR TODAY'S TWA TRANSCONTINEN- 
TAL FLIGHTS: MATURE MOVIE—"LOVERS & 
OTHER STRANGERS” —SMORKING PERMITTED. 
GENERAL MOVIE—"ON A CLEAR DAY" 
SMOKING, 


-хо 


How's that again? How to Make Her 
in Five Languages, a book that translates 
lalian come-ons into English, French, 
German, Swedish and “American,” offers 
such sure-fire conversational gambits as 
“How do you do? Shall we get close? 
"Please direct me, I have a sex prob 
lem," "Scusi, are you interested in Indian 
топса” and “Are you here alone, or 
should I try your mother first? 


Rock music has been accused of dam- 
aging the eardrums, promoting drug 
abuse, communizing youth through hyp- 
notic suggestion and. in general, under 
mining Western civili We've taken 
none of these threats too seriously, 
but we blanched a bit at the news that 
loul rock music can reduce sexual activity. 
During a Californiasenate hearing on 
noise pollution, several experts testified 
that high noise levels—including rock 
music—make people irritable and intro- 
verted, thus reducing their sex drive and 


their. sexual. compatibility. We are now 
playing our rock records at a lower 
volume and mulling over another warn- 
iug issued by the scientists: that thin- 
walled apartments may be an important 
but unrecognized source of sexual inhi- 
bitions for many American couples. 


This curious announcement was posted 
on a wall in the 50th Street IRT station 
in Manhattan: “TAPEWORM FOR SALE 
Nice pet. Eats what you eat, Goes where 
you go. Phone. .. . 


We applaud the title of the little book 
of Martha Mitchell quotations that hit 
the stands not too long ago. It's called 
On with the Wind. 


If you've observed an unusual number 
of bachelor friends heading for Mary 
land in days, it may be attrib 
wable to the following dassified item 
that ran there in The Howard County 
"Females in heat must be prop 
спу confined not to entice males from 


recent 


Times 


home. If disregarding the law continues, 


we will be forced to take offenders to 


court." Before you make travel arrange- 
ments, let us hasten to add that the 
notice was sponsored by the Animal Wel- 


fare Society, which apparently felt that 
a mention of species was unnecessary 


During a Parliament debate on vio- 
lence in England, Lord Stonham pointed 
out that British crimes against property 
far outnumber crimes against people. 
“We are,” he concluded proudly, "a na- 
tion of thieves, not thugs.” 

Incidental erotic intelligence: Accord- 
ing to the Tennessee Public Health Serv- 
ice, the highest rate ol illegitimacy in the 
ate is in Cocke County. 


While on duty in Vietnam, Marine 
Sergeant C. L. Waldrep purchased an 
aluminum cooking pot made by а Chil- 
licothe, Ohio, firm. On the container 
was a guarantee that the pot would be 
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replaced if give satisfactory 
service during normal use. Waldrep used 
it not only for cooking but also for shav- 
ing and was quite pleased with it until 
an enemy mortar attack put a hole 
through it. Writing to the company for a 
replacement, Маер pointed out that 
ks are quite normal in Vier 
nam, The company agreed and sent the 
sergeant a new utensil—this one painted 
camouflage green and brown. 


A Lucas County, Ohio, judge couldn't 
find a Bible to swear in the newly elect- 
ed county commissioner, so he left the 
room and returned with an official-looking 
black book. After the ceremony, the 
judge turned up the front cover of the 
book he had used for the oath: Every- 
thing You Always Wanted to Know 
About Sex but Were Afraid to Ask. 

"Ehe Danish government, which legal 
ized pornography for adults two years 


ago, has now published a children's 
sex-education book. Written by two 
sdioolteachers and disumingly titled 


The Little Red School Book, it advises 
youngsters that masturbation—no matter 
how frequent—is completely harmless and 
that they should shrug off any warnings 
to the contrary. If any stodgy elders 
express concern over masturbatory es 
cesses, the book suggests: “Ask them how 
frequently you ought to do it, That will 
usually shut them up.” 


Just what the doctor ordered: A wom- 
an Ice, Poland, took a prescrip 
to the pharmacist, who told her he 
couldn't All it. The doctor had written 
“I would very much like to see you at si 
o'clock tonight.” 


This pointed threat appeared in the 
Personals column of the Anchorage, 
Alaska, Daily Times: “To the low-down 
airborne pot-pinching thief who found 
my lovely garden of pot across the inle 
Stealing is stealing and your karma will 
get you 


Yellow journalism: The Pacific Tele 
phone and Telegraph Company in San 
Francisco has steadfastly refused to add 
a g for “Homophile Organizations," 
on the grounds that its Yellow Pages rep- 
resent "almost the last standard of com- 
mon decency and good taste in the 
advertising industry.” Опе homophile 
organization been protesting this 
policy to the state's. publicutilities com- 
mission, which has so far agreed with 
the phone company. In a petition for 
another hearing on the matter, the So- 
ciety for Individual Rights not only cites 
the directory’s numerous classified ads for 
strip joints and topless-bottomless night 
clubs but also notes that the phone com- 
pany's sensibilities were not offended by 


a two-column display ad for a restaurant 
named Magnolia Chunderpussy. 

Thanks a Lot Department: Firemen in 
Portland, Oregon, were called out to 
rescue a cat from the branches of a tree, 
Afterward, they turned the truck aroun 
to head back to the station—and ran over 
the cat 


On one segment of TV's The Gal- 
loping Gourmct, Graham Kerr told his 
audience that he has determined, after 
considerable rescarch, that Eve had been 
tempted by the banana—not the apple. 


BOOKS 


It's been nearly a decade since James 
Baldwin startled white liberals with The 
Fue Next Time, in which he announced 
joyless, black was beaut 
ful and old dreams of racial integration 
were irrelevant, “Black has become a 
beautiful color," Baldwin explained in a 
typically unsentimental insight, “not be- 


cause it is loved but because it is 
“White people can- 
not... be taken as models of how to 


sore need of new stand: 
release him from his confusion 
place him once aga 


and 
n fruitful com- 
munion with the depths of his own 
being.” A few years later, Stokely Ca 


асі, kicking up du: 
highway, shouted, "Black wei 
battle cry that may have crossed Bald- 
win's mind but that had never quite 
sed his lips. The ideas he had been 
promoting with such elegance and re- 
straint were now assuming an unbridled 
Ше of their own—in the streets. The 
process reached an ironic climax when El- 
dridge Cleaver, sprung full-grown from 
Folsom Prison, denounced Baldwin for 
his “most grueling, agonizing, total ha- 
tred of the blacks,” not to mention his 
most shameful, fanatical, fawning, syco- 
phantic love of the whites.” Baldwi 
doubtless forgaye Cleaver for that 
of vitriol. "In a society that is ent 
hostile,” Baldwin had wri 
fore, “every American Negro . . . risks 
having the gates of paranoia dose on 

Tt was true that the early Bald- 
had seemed to brood more about 
than blacks, but by 1955, in his 
introduction to Noles of a Native Son, 
he could describe himself as d of 
bastard of the West, 
Europe but i 
hed hi 
Carmichaels was his funda- 
mental optimism. Baldwin believed that 
the suffering black man could lead the 
innocent white man—innocent because 
he did not grasp the enormity of hi 
crime—straight to salvation. “You must 
accept them and accept them with love,” 


not i nately, 


he advised in a “Letter to My Nephew" 
(1962). “For these innocent people have 
no other hope. They аге... still trapped 
in a history which they do not under- 
stand; and until they understand it, 
they cannot be released from it.” 
A noble notion—too noble, perhaps, for 
the feral Sixties. Now, in A Rep on Roce 
(Lippincott) between Baldwin and an- 
thropologist Margaret Mead, we sec how 
much of his dream has been shattered. It 
is a remarkable dialog, with Baldw 
tinually bouncing his rhctoi 
off Mead's common-sense 
When Martin Luther King 
Baldwin tells her, “ 
about some kind of revolution in 
American conscience. . . - Of course, that's 
gone now. It's gone because the Republic 
never had the courage or the ability . 

that was needed to apprehend the na- 
ture of Martin's dream.” And later: “I 
no longer care . . . whether white people 
can hear me or not. It doesn't make 
any difference at all" Mead's good man- 
ners are usually equal to Baldwin's grief. 
She forgives him his parochialism but 
not his defeatism. Baldwin: “What is 
happening in my country now is unac- 
ceptable to me. And if it has (o go 
und flames, that is too l. I will 
go with it, but I won't accept it. 
not accept it.” Mead: "Yes, but what is 
the difference between when you say you 
won't accept it and I say I will work to 
change it?” The debate remains im 


was 


solved, yet we are left with the impres- 
sion that the Baldwin-King dream has 
not been altogether extinguished. For 


when Mead argues that white souls may 
still be salvageable. Baldwin reveals 
some of his old-time humanity. “Oh. 
know that,” he says. “I have watched it. 
T have lived too long and too hard a life 
nd been saved by too many improbable 
people not to realize that 
Thanks in part to Baldwin and 

part to his misinterpreters, the inability 
of whites to reap the pleasures of sex is 
now widely accepted as natural law. It 
may surprise some, therefore, to learn 
that many blacks ke it either. 
Anyway, that is the opinion of Calvin С, 
Hernton, a black writer no 
patience for sexual racism but who is 
ng to put up with a fair amount 
of m inism. In Coming Together 
(Random House), Hernton 
ig. if not altogether original, 
bout sex and blacks. Historical- 
otes, whites viewed black wom- 
“mammies and shuts” and black 
men as sexual virtuosos. But in truth, 
the black man was "desexed," because 
whites had destroyed his "sense of being 
the ruler and. provider of his family. 
Nowadays, says Hernton, black men are 
trying to break out of that psychosexual 
prison, but black women won't let them. 
“Just because a black woman ‘shakes 


who has 


makes some 
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FROM BECOMING SKIN PROBLEMS. 


Somewhere around the 
time you turned 16, two 
things happened to your 
face. 

First, it started breaking 
out. 

Then it began needing a 
аме, 

It was about the mean- 
st trick nature could play 
you. Because instead 
being able to enjoy the 
manly ritual of shaving, 


And now, even if 
you've reached the ripe 
old age of 25, you realize 
that the suffering isn't 
entirely over, Because 
every now and then the 
same skin problems that 
haunted you as ateenager 
pop up again. 
STOP SUFFERING. 
Well, nature may be 
working against you, But 
we're not. That's why we 
made the new Remington” 
Lektro Blade electric 
shaver. 
THE SLANTED 
To begin wi 


HEAD. 
п, we gave 


our shaver a new slant 


you.had to suffer through it. 


head design. That's 
important. Because it lets 
a Remington shave with 
the contours of your face. 
Not against them. 

So if you wake up with 


anyı 


ınexpected extra 


contours, you won't have to 
worry so much about 


nicki 


ng or cutting. 


THE SKIN GUIDE. 
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adjustable skin guide. It 
helps you guide your beard 
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that thang,’ it does not necessarily mean 
a thing. . . . Many of them are teasers; 
they are modeling their wares not for 
black men but for their own sex, often 
of the other race.” Most of Hernton's 
evidence" is personal and anecdotal. 
We sce him lecturing uptight black coeds 
at a Michigan college, "striking out" 
with a pretty black woman who prefers 
a handsome white football player, argu- 
g with bitchy Lesbians at London 
parties. His conclusions may be 
ky, but his research is entertaining. 

“At his best,” wrote Herbert Gold 
some years ago, "the novelist . . . treas 
ures his experience and husbands his 
memories; he keeps the doors and win- 
dows to feeling open late into his аре; 
he keeps the fireplace burning.” Now, in 
The Magic will (Random House), a su 
perb collection of reminiscences th 
shuule between autobiography and fic 
tion, Gold puts another log on the fire. 
His memories are ironic and full of 
tolerance for the foolish yearnings of 
men, himself included. In a reminis 
сепсе of teenage love, Gold remembers 
being alone in an elevator with his 
hearts delight: "Donna pressed a but- 
ton. We rose toward the stratosphere, 
slowly creaking. Oh space and gravity 
and Oti: In 7 Want a Sunday Kind 
of Lowe, a divorced father claiming his 
visiting rights spends Sunday with his 
two daughters “He held Paula's hand 
and remembered his own grandfather 
shaking his hand, holding it, holding 
to life by an arthritic daw. The way an- 
cient aunts kiss and uncles clutch, he 
thought, is how I hold my daughters. 
Few writers today, caged as they are in 
the rhetoric of sex or politics, are able to 
make such fine connections or to convey 
them so well. Gold is essentially a chron- 
icler of sensibilities, and even when he 
writes on political topics—the rape of 
Biafra, the degradation of Haiti—he wor- 
ries more about people than issues. In 
Biafra, he watches starving children lin- 
ing up at a feeding station: “Nobody 
begged. . . . The laughing optimism ol 
this suffering people makes you believe 
in something congenital, hormon 
bred about good nature. The building 
[is] painted with the letters LITTLE HOUSE 
OF SMALL REGRETS.” Gold is the treasurer 
of regrets, small and large. 


In AntiCalifornia: Report from Our First 
Poratascist State (Little, Brown), Kenneth 
Lamott despairs that the young, or any 
other regenerating force, can prevent 
the entire country from sliding into the 
E ascism" that, he claims, 


lapse of humanistic values and institu- 


tions in California. It's a prejudged cise 


and could be made just as lopsidedly 
by a writer in any other state. A jou 
пайм with a preconception can always 
find what he's looking for. Although La- 
mott asserts that the Democratic Party 
in California “hardly exists anymore ex 
cept аз a convenient fiction,” Ronald 
Reagan is uncomfortably aware that this 
“fictive” party controls both houses of 
the state legislat Hardly any part of 
this facile doomsday book can, in fact, 
If Anti-Calijor- 
nia is too easily pessimistic, Now Is the 
Time (McGraw-Hill), by Oklahoma's U. S. 
Senator Fred R. Harris is а Sunday- 
a new day of 
n is about to flower in the Land, 
book is useful for its percep- 
tions about the workings of thc political 
process. There are solid, if fan 
guments for electing the President by 
popular vote, controlling the costs of 
election campaigns and otherwise invit- 
ing more ion in the political 
process by those who now feel left out 


Harris comes through as a decent, re 
jent man who may well show up on the 


mination of the proc- 
1 politics is To the Vicor 
Political Patronage from the Clubhouse to 
the White House (Random House), by 
Martin Tolchin, city-hall bureau chief 
for The New York Times, and his wile, 
Susan, an assistant professor of politi- 
cal science at Brooklyn College. Anyone 
seriously interested in the redistribution 
of power must first understand ће 
dynamics of power; and the Tolchins 
lay it all out in a series of analyses of the 
пету on local. state and 
Is. They are not polemicists; 
they let the facts make their own politi- 
cal points But they do underline that 
the worst danger of the current system 
is the “impact of patronage on policy, and 
the exdusion from patronage of those 


bui 


controlled by those who do exercise pol- 
In Regulating the Poor: The Functions 
of Public Welfare (Pantheon), Frances Fox 
ard A, Cloward, professors 
at the Columbia University School of So- 
cial Work, argue that a. primary instru- 
ment for controlling the poor is—and 
the administr ion of 


or expanded during the occasional out- 
breaks of civil disorder produced by 
s unemployment, and are then abol- 


ished or contracted when political stability 
advo- 


s restored ‚en and Cloward 
cate full employment at decent 
along with a realistic 1 


they urge that everyone eligible get onto 
the relief rolls in order to explode wel 
fare costs and so force fundamenta 
reforms. That strategy is grounded more 
on wish than on political reality. A 
more instructive manual for those of the 
poor—and other classes—who want to 
allecı policy is Saul Alinsky’s Rules for 
Radicals (Random House). A pioneer 
community organizer, Alinsky is free of 
cant, romanticism and illusions. He re- 
stores to pragmatism its formerly good 
ne as he makes clear the variety of 
methods by which those without power 
can organize to make their demands 
resistible, The book is illustrated with 
stories from Alinsky's rich experience 
t may be the climax 
lifework—a national organizir 
chive of the middle class through th 
collection of stock proxics in order to 
change the policies of corporate con- 
glomerates, and thereby of government 
AL. It’s our guess that the tough-m 
ed Alinsky is more likely to be 
than the doomsayers about the chances 
for democratizing America in the 1970s. 


Did you know that two of the most 
penetrating samples of contemporary lit 
erary criticism were first scrawled on 
walls? They are: MARCEL PROUST 15 A 
VENTA and FRANZ KAFKA IS А KVETCH 
Furthermore, Edward Albee found the 
title of his first Broadway smash, 
Afraid of Virginia Woolf? in a public 
john. These tidbits are among the thou 
sands to be found in a highly entertain 
ing book called Grafiti: 
Wall Writing (Cowles). Is author, Robert 
Reisner, who actually teaches a course in 
grafiti at Manhattan's New School, has 
assembled a wonderfully funny scholarly 
work—the kind of thing that the British 
do so well and that we could use more 
of over here. Reisner's essays on such 
subjects as “W. C. Latrinalia” and “Sex 
and Homo-Sex" are followed by “Collec- 
tor's Choice.” a compendium of multi- 
gual wall Schrift arranged by category. 

few more raisins from the text: 
LO WAS A BIGOT. REALITY Is AN 
OBSTACLE TO HALLUCINATION, LIFE IS A 
HEREDITARY DISEASE. PRAY FOR OBSCENE 
MAIL, PORTNOY'S MOTHER 15 А SIKSA, 


Who's 


The dosest thing to being wired into 
a writer's brain is to read The Prisoner 
of Sex (Little, Brown) by Norman Mailer. 
When Mailer starts a sentence, he's like 
a surfboard rider hanging onto the crest 
of a wave, riding it poised on the edge 
of disaster, not certain whether he'll 
make the beach: reason, se: 
commonsense, sex is ego and prudence 
and scum on the sheets as the towel is 
missed on the pull-out, sex is come by 
your kink and freak will I on mine, sex 
is 50 whips of the clitoris pinging 
through with all the authority of a 
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broken nerve in the tooth, poor middle- 
class bewildered plain housewives’ libido 
coming ii ke an oil well under the 
paved-over barnyard of a bewildered 
cunt, modest churchgoing women with 
plastic vibrating dildo." His exploding 
images capture the emotions that тарс 
beneath the ideas he struggles to ex 
press; his unexpected insights often 
puncture the bubbles of stereotyped 
feelings to reveal the raw surface within. 
("So do men look to destroy every qual 
ity in a woman which will give her the 
powers of a male, for she is in their eyes 
already armed with the power that she 
brought them forth, and that is a power 
beyond measure—the earliest etchings of 
memory go back to that woman between 
whose legs they were conceived, nur- 
tured, and near strangled in the hours of 
birth.”) On one level, The Prisoner of 
Sex is Muiler's counterattack to Kate 
Millett’s Sexual Politics, and he savages 
the author, her book and women’s lib 
ith relish. But Millett is merely the 
grain of sand that catalyzed The Prisoner 
of Sex, a pearl of sexual philosophy in 
which Mailer turns to the m m of 
conception and accepts it as an expres 
sion of God, an affirmation of life. 

In The Price of Women (Jarrow), David 
Allen, too, sallics forth in defense of 
the male sex—but he might better 
have stayed home. His thesis is absurd: 
The female is a biologically subordinate 
creature, and in submitting to the male 
—wlıo is dominant by virtue of his 
genetically endowed aggressive drive— 
she fulfills her feminine destiny. Here 
are some simples of Allen's thinking: 
“There is little difference between sub- 
self to a boss and submit- 
“The moment a girl is 
physiologically ready for conception her 
mind stops growing.” “Every orgasm is 
accompanied by the penisshrinking 
knowledge that [the modem male] may 
€ forged another $1500-peryear 
his chain fof dependents].” Such 
champions we males can do without. 

Not much new evidence is offered by 
Germaine Greer in The Female Eunuch 
(McGraw-Hill), one of the battalion of 
books flying the flag of women’s lib- 
eration. But the author, a lecturer at 
Warwick University in England, does 
succeed in bringing together a substantial 
amount of fact, plus a considerable 
amount of fancy, in presenting the case 
for the oppressed female. Her main 
charge is familiar: Women are robbed 
of their unique capacities for the enjoy- 
ment of life because from birth they are 
programmed to behave according to 
artificial and preconceived ideas of femi- 
ninity. Miss Greer grants that the op- 
pression of females is not a conscious 
plot by men. She sces it evolving over 
the centuries in such a way that today 
neither sex can even recognize what it is 


doing to the other, And, just as the 
guard must stay in jail to keep the 
prisoner there, men, too, аге trapped by 
the social system. Worst of all, as the 
author points out, is that women hand- 
sive 
is the myth of femininity that women 
have become its chief victims they be- 
lieve they are the kind of human beings 
society tells them they should be. Miss 
ver is no man-hater; she ridicules fem- 
inists who have no use for the opposite 
sex ("A ditoral orgasm with a full cunt 
is nicer than a clitoral orgasm with 
empty one, as far as I can tell, at 1 
Like most polemics, however, The Fe- 
male Eunuch states the problem with 
power but collapses when it comes to 
condusions (that women, for example, 
shouldn't marry or, if they do, it should 
be to men who are their intellect 
inferiors—"A worker husband could 
well be proud of a ‘thinker’ mate"). But 
her basic appeal is to both sexes as 
equals: Men and women of the world, 
unite! You have nothing to lose but the 
chains that divide yout 

Straight kids who grow up in a supe 
it community such as Blackwood, 
New Jersey, where people leave their 
doors unlocked at night and the police 
force has trouble keeping busy, seem 
unlikely prospects for suicide. Yet after 
their disappointment over local re 
sponse to the first national Moratorium 
Day, on October 15, 1969, Craig, Badiali 
and Joan Fox ran a vacuum-cleaner 
hose from the exhaust pipe of their car 
through a predrilled hole in the floor, 
got in and turned on the motor. In 
Craig and Joan: Two Lives for Peace (Viking), 
Eliot Asinof has tried to reconstruct th 
events preceding and following this star- 
Uing act, Though he was denied conversa- 
tion with the subjects and the cooperation 
of many of the town's institutional repre- 
sentatives, he has parlayed lengthy inte: 
views with their high school friends and 
Craig's brother into a compelling book. 
Why these two “typical” high school kids 
methodically took their own lives is not 
simply explained. Of the 24 suicide notes 
they wrote, only the two to their respec 
tive families were ever delivered, partly 
on the advice of a pair of National In- 
stitute of Health doctors who specialize 
iving on suicide scenes to forestall 
epidemics,” Craig wrote, “Why—because 
we / love our fellow / man enough to / 
sacrifice our lives.” Th ig and Joan 
intended to die for peace is undeniable, 
The larger unanswered question is wheth 
er the suicides were a reaction of two kids 
unable to face reality or whether wi 
they did was the ultimate rational re 
sponse to an irrational world. 


cuff and shackle themselves, So perv 


nche de С 


amont 


to widen with the publica 
to Give (Putnam), a coolly thoughtful, 


often exciting novel about France dur- 
ing the Occupation years of World War 
Two. “An occupied nation becomes a 
nation of foxes—sly, cowardly and un- 
scrupulous,” writes the author. This 
astringent note is struck сапу and main- 
tained throughout. De Gramont skillfully 
evokes the France of 1940, already sapped 


by the futile politics of thc 
her supposedly proud army 
hier 


short weaponry and morale, 
people more set on accommodati 
nce, more sympathetic to P. 
servile "middle road" than to the defiant 
(and exiled) banner of De Gaulle. T; 
four representative Frenchmen—a civil 
servant, a schoolteacher. a general and a 
professional revolutionary—De Gramont 
retraces the separate destinies that led 
them into the Resistance and thence to a 
shared ordeal in trying to elude a tena- 
cious Gestapo chief. While so many of 


on 


their countrymen are taking their honor 
to the pawnshop, strewing the way 
with comfortable rationalizations, the 


four make their stand and bear the con- 
sequences without benefit, from either 
the author or themselves, of the rhetoric 
of heroism. 


In his new novcl, The Barefoor Man 
(Simon & Schuster), Davis Grubb brings 
on a character named Jack Farjeon and 
stands back as this out-of work-andluck 
guy follows his own elemental impulses. 
Grubb has been criticized for overpsy 
chologizing his characters’ moti 
but Farjeon’s doings require 
comment. The only thing readers will 
want to know is what he's going to do 
next. In this headlong tale of suffering 
and revenge, all its hero asks out of life 
is a crack at the man who killed his 
pregnant wife in a battle between strik- 
ing coal miners and professional strike- 
breakers. Farjeon's brutal quest may not 
say a great deal for his character or brain 
power, but in Grubb's hands he becomes 
a creature both piti 

If the novel has а flaw, it is the super 
fluous appearance of a one-dimensional 
reforming Senator, whom Farjeon is 
led on to rescue in a mine-sahotage 
disaster. But all in all, this is the best 
Grubb since The Night of the Hunter. 


Also noteworthy: The protean and 
often cantankerous intellect of John Ken- 
neth Galbraith is on impressive displ: 

n a collection of his essays, Economies, 
Peace end Laughter (Houghton МИ: 
All were written during the Sixties, a 
decade during which Galbraith was pub- 
lidy linked with the themes of the title, 
as professor of the first, outspoken advo- 
cate of the second and artful provoker 
of the third. 

"Tom Mayer's The Weary Falcon (Hough- 
ton Mifflin) records five personal, mel- 
ancholy, highly dramatic episodes of the 
Vietnam war in a style sharp as shrapnel 
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Mutual of Omaha’s “Wide-Range” 
paycheck protection is a special 
form of health insurance that pays 
you cash you can use for every kind 
of bill. This is extra cash over and 
above any benefits you receive for 
hospital and medical bills. Cash that 
will help replace paychecks you 
may lose because you're laid up. A 
regular, steady tax-free income 
that’s all yours to use as you see fit. 


As the breadwinner, you select the 
amount you qualify for (from 
$100.00 to $1,100.00 a month) to 
help replace your paycheck when 
you're sick or hurt and can't work. 
These benefits are yours without 
strings, to spend as you pleasc... 
extracash you can use, any way you 
wish—for rent, utilities, for every 
day living expenses, or for any pur- 
pose you choose. 

Monthly “paycheck” benefits are 
payable for disabilities that start be- 
fore age 65 or retirement—monthly 
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-hospital benefits are payable for 
disabilities that start after age 65 or 
retirement. Does not cover: losses 
caused by war or military service; 
narcotics; childbirth, pregnancy or 
complications resulting from 
pregnancy. 

Act now. Send for the free facts, and 
you will also receive information 
about the full range of fine plans to 
meet your life insurance needs now 
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FREE FACTS 


about Mutual of Omaha's new "Wide- 
Range" paycheck protection plan that 
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other sickness! 
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to Workmen's Compensation or Employer's 
Liability! 
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LINGOLN- MERCURY DIVISION ! Capri Sport Coupe 


Guess who beat out 

Porsche, Mercedes, 

Jaguar, Aston Martin 
and Ferrari as 


"Import Car of the Year.” 


Road Test could have picked any import from the 
tiniest two-seater to the Rolls. Why Capri? 

We quote: “When quality, quality control, 
appearance, luxury of trim, utility, handling and 
performance are all evaluated as a package at a given 
price, Capri shows as the winner? 

They loved Capri's “international styling? 
“Outstanding handling” “Fine and sensitive rack-and- 
pinion steering? 

They raved about Capri's 4-speed “silky-smooth 
floor shift” And power-assisted disc brakes up front. 

And Road Test appreciates a little luxury. Like 
front buckets of soft vinyl “that looks and feels like 
leather” And an “attractively turned-out dash” in 
wood-grain effect. 

Full carpeting. Styled steel wheels. Radial tires. 
Flow+hru ventilation. Room for four adults. Easy 
maintenance. And small-car gas economy. 

But what they really couldn't get over was the 
price. Because every single thing above is standard. 
No extra charge. 

Options? There's a gutsy new 2000cc, 100hp 
overhead cam four. For about $50 extra, retail price. 

Other options for Lincoln-Mercury's Capri: 
Automatic transmission. Sun roof. Vinyl top. Decor 
group interior shown. 

(You can choose overseas delivery, too. Ask your 
dealer for details.) 

Road Test calls Capri “import of the year” We call 
it sexy. And thats pretty great for under $2400. 


Capri. 


The first sexy European 


under*2400. 


Based on тїг® suggested retail price. Does not include destination charges, 
dealer preparation, state & local taxes, options. Decor group shown is $119.20 extra. 


Imported for Lincoln-Mercury. 


and reminiscent of Hemingway at his 
veportorial best. One episode, Anson’s 
Last Assignment, appeared in PLAYBOY 
in August 1967. 

With a frisson of morbid pleasure, we 
direct your attention to Gahan Wilson's 
new collection of cartoons, I Paint Whet 1 
See (Simon & Schuster). If a perusal of 
this volume gives you a sense of déjà vu, 
it is in part a tribute to the eerily hi- 
larious quality of Wilson's work and in 
part because many of the cartoons ap- 
peared first in PLAYBOY. If you've seen 
one Wilson, you'll want to see them all. 

That the real world can be as bizarre 
as any cartoonist’s imagination is evi- 
denced by the versatile Jules Feiffer in 
Pictures at a Prosecution: Drawings and Text 
from the Chicago Conspiracy Trial (Grove). 
Interspersing sections of the trial trans 
cript, frankly rearranged and presented 
out of context, with sketches of the lead- 
ing figures, Feiffer offers the reader “a 
sense of what it was like to do time in 
Julius Hoffman's courtroom.” And а 
very odd sense it is 


DINING-DRINKING 


Over the river and through the woods, 
then take a left, and still there are miles 
to go before you dine—or so it seems if 
you're traveling from downtown Chi- 
cago to the Dragon Inn (18131 South 
Halsted Street) in south suburban Glen- 
wood. But it’s well worth the trip (by 
car, not by cab). The Dragon specializes 
in the ancient and exotic art of manda- 
rin cooking, which was the world’s only 
great cuisine for centuries before Marco 
Polo brought its elements back to Eu- 
rope, where it inspired the Italian and, 
Tater, the French cuisines as we know 
them today. Run by its attentive hostess 
and part owner, Mrs. Julius Sih, the inn 
offers more than 50 mandarin dishes, 
some of which are so elaborate that they 
must be ordered 24 hours ahead of time. 
(There's also a fully stocked bar and a 
wellrounded wine list, including hot 
or cold sake) A highly recommended 
opener is Hot and Sour Soup, a pun- 
gent, succulent concoction filled with 
vegetables, shredded pork and stealthy 
spices known for their slow-fuse action. 
Ihe Cold Appetizer Plate—an artfully 
arranged platter of Wine Chicken, Woo 
Shang Beef (cured with subtle herbs 
and crushed cinnamon), pea pods, sliced 
abalone, jellyfish, black mushrooms, a 
red-hot sauce and carrot slices carved in 
the shape of butrerflies—exemplifies a 
mandarin chefs historically prescribed. 
goal: to create appetizing contrasts in 
the appearance, texture, colors, aroma 
and taste of his food. Moving on to the 
main course, our particular fayorite is 
Peking Duck (order a day in advance), 
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the classic mandarin masterpiece. It's 
served on a large platter ringed with 
crisp. golden pieces of duck skin sur- 

g moist and tender meat, along 
a thick, sweet lien-mien sauce 
(made from plums and seasoned with 
gentle herbs), pineapple rings, brushes 
of scallion and tisuethin pancakes. 
Combine the aforementioned, crepe 
style, in a pancake, after daubing on 
sauce with the handy scallion, and pre- 
pare to turn on taste buds you didn't 
Know you had. For a fitting finale to 
this imperial feast, we suggest a unique 
dessert—which also must be ordered in 
advance—that's not listed on the menu: 
loi sa Iwan. You'll receive a tray of 
bite-size dumplings made from red-bean 

rolled in a sticky boiled rice 


paste 


dough, which you cover with a blanket 
of powdered sugar, sesime seeds and 


crushed. pc 


nuts. This bizarre dish is 
mandarin fare at its most insinuating, 
for many Ьайей diners can't decide 
whether or not they like it, as they eat 
one, then another and another, until 
they're finished, dazed and satiated but 
determined Lo return as soon as they've 
recovered. The Dragon roars from 11:30 
AM, to 10 var. Tuesday through Thurs- 
day, Friday from 11:30 AM. to midi 


on Sunday from noon to 10 из 
closed Monday and accountably busy 
otherwise, so reservations are recom- 
mended (312-7563344). 


MOVIES 
A recent work "discovered" at the 
Whitney Muscum of American Art in 


New York has won its wings for thean 
cal release. The young producing-direct- 
ing team of Joel L. Freedman and Philip 
T. Messina lucked into Skezag through а 


chance meeting with a drug hustler on 
an East Village street corner. Skezag (the 
tie is 


form of skag, the word for 
bout a handsome 21-year-old 

named W: 
ng h 
now I pot the fuckin 


nam. "I 


gift, 
. . the gift of gab.” snaps Shirley, 


shifting into high for a rap session full 
of humor and hurt and human tragedy. 
Shirley's story of how he felt the first 
time he killed a man in battle would be 
too corny for fiction, but it’s tremendous- 
ly moving and persuasive here. Further 
intimations of tragedy are sensed with 
the arrival of two junkie pals, Angel 


have a lot of trouble finding their veins. 
The confrontations that follow are 
mong Shirley and the film makers, Shir- 
d his buddies, Shirley and himself. 
are great, he insists if you're 
ft and don't get hooked. Skezag's 
powerful climax is a second enco 
with Shirley, four months later, when his 
habit has finally got the upper hand, and 


ми: 


he looks like a man caught in the act of 
suicide, Although Skezag adds nothing 
new to the realm of spontaneous encoun- 
ter cinema, it is a remarkable statement 
on drug abuse—its social and psychologi 
cal cause: well as its disastrous effects. 
Since completion of Skezag, Angel has 
joined the film makers on the reel-and- 
rap lecture circuit, Sonny has been sent 
to a rehabilitation center and Shirley is 
in a New York jail, charged with three 
counts of armed robbery. 

Made in 1967, La Collectionneuse is the 
fourth of French writer-director Eric 
Rohmer's Six Moral Tales, scemi; 
ported now in response to the American 
success of tales number three (My Night 
at Maud's) and five (Claire's Knee), АШ 
share roughly the same theme and plot 
stucure—a young hero, enamored of 
one woman, is temporarily distracted by 
other, but finally rejects her, or is 
rejected by her. A rather slender hook 
on which to hang a half-dozen movies, 
however wryly philosophical they may 
be; yet Rohmer is a confident stylist who 
can partly conceal the fact that his char- 
acters are pretty dull sticks, all in all. 
Sı ch admirers of Claire's Knee will 
undoubtedly find La Collectionneuse a 
comparable delight. We found it better 
—though still inferior to Maud's—rc- 
flecting a dreamy summer mood with 
images of bare feet, hours as empty as 
shells and flies forever buzzing lazily in 
the sun. The film's eye appeal is en- 
hanced by the splendid scenery around 
St-Tropez, where the talkative hero (Pat- 
ick Bauchau) goes to spend a Riviera 
holiday while his mistress (Mijanou Bar- 
dot, Brigitte’s sister) is away in London. 
To do nothing and do it well is the 
young man's only declared aim in lile, so 
it isn't surprising that he merely contem- 
plates the possibility of making it with a 
sleeparound girl (lissome Haydee Pol 
toff, as the mancollector of the tive) 
who just happens to share a friend's 
summer villa. “You enjoy complicating 
things . . . I'm fed up with all your 
profundities,” complains Haydee, the 
kind of girl who can give promiscuity a 
good name. Amen, Haydee. 

The hero of Cry Uncle, as played by 
an amusing slob named Allen Garfield, 
ought to be run out of town by Sam 
Spade. Garfield's Jake Masters is a pot- 
bellied private eye and spare-time sexual 
athlete, well over 80, who weats women 
exclusively as sex objects—and, at one 
critical point, finds himself in bed some- 
where balling a corpse. Madeline Le 
Roux, Maureen Byrnes and Deborah 
Morgan are among the waım bodies at 
hand caor John С. Avildsen's 
blunt parody of all the detective thrill- 
ers and skin flicks anyone has ever seen. 
Though Cry Uncle is a pretty trivial 
encore for the director of Joe, last year" 


explosive tribute to а hard-hat, Avildsen 
has the virtue—rather rare these days 
—of approaching sex with irrepressible 
impudence, exploiting pornography for 
fun as well as profit. Garfield and his 
nephew apprentice (Devin Goldenberg) 
make a sort of Batman and Robin team, 
out to solve the unsavory case of a 
multimillionaire whose lewd home mov- 
ies have led to blackmail and murder. 
Definitely not for nephews who are on 
the shy side of puberty or still digging 
Disney films about forest rangers. 

A world-famous pianist (Curt Jurgens) 
who is dying of an incurable disease 
grants a rare interview to an impov- 
hed young journalist (Man Alda). 
"You have Rachmaninoff hands," wheez- 
es the old man, fanning the reporter's 
withered hopes for his own career at the 
keyboard. After this florid beginning, 
The Mephisto Waltz (based on a novel 
by Fred Mustard Stewart, titled after the 
composition by Franz Lisa) plunges into 
the subject of modern witchcraft like a 
direct descendant of Rosemary's Baby. 
There's a lot of mumbo jumbo about 
ference, which means that the 
de: nhabit the body of a properly 
bewitched victim and use it for anything 
from making love to making music. 
means, further, that Alda be- 
comes one helluva piano player. His sub- 
sequent. problems concern the choice he 
must make between two bodies perfectly 
designed to give a man trouble—one 
i to Barbara Parkins, as the late 


Jacqueline Bisset, who is diabolically 
beautiful as the reporters anxious wife. 
Director Paul Wendkos works flamboy: 
andy, stressing optical tricks—until every 
possible reflecting surface becomes а зуш- 
bol of psychological distortion, Though 
well supplied with suspense, Mephisto 
lacks the master's touch that made Rose- 
тау Baby (with Roman Polanski in 
attendance) a born winner. 

Four diverphotographers, a beautiful 
blonde spearfishing champi 
moodspinning folk singer are 
for a sea voyage from South Afri 
Ceylon to Aust in Blue Water, White 
Death, producerdirector Peter Gimbel's 
aquatic documentary about his search— 
vividly chronicled by Peter Matthiessen 
in the March rraysoy—for that cool 
predator, the man-eating great white 
shark, White Death is beautifully photo- 
graphed, inwinsically fascinating and 
sometimes even funny—though whenevei 
the cameras are on deck rather than 
underwater, the moviegocr may sense that 
he is at sea with a pack of well-hecled, 
rather disorganized dilettantes. Booking 
a folk singer for the expedition appears to 
have been Gimbel's effort to keep his 
diverted and to set things up for a sound- 
track The difference betwe 


ew 


albuma. 


ИШ E 


milder 


longer length- 
milder taste. 


You get both 
with 
PALL MALL GOLD 1008 
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Gimbel and a superior film maker such 
as France's Jacques-Yves Cousteau is the 
difference between an adventurous sports 
man and a sealoving scientist. Why and 
how the precarious balance of marine 
life is maintained in the mysterious ocean 
depths doesn't really pique the curiosity 
of Gimbel and friends. These aquanauts 
are professional diredevils—the first to 
swim Ireely among a school of hungry 
sharks as they devour the carcass of a 
dead whale, Both men and fish prove 
their cold-blooded daring beyond the 
shadow of a doubt. 


The wouble with most of the current 
sexploitation flicks is that nothing is left 
to the viewer's imagination—and those 
who churn them out seem to have none, 
either. The Kama Sutra smorgasbord 
and the zoom lens have limited pos 
sibilities. (See The Porn Is Green, 
page 78.) Nonetheless, in The Telephone 
Book, writer-director Nelson Lyon has in- 
fused the sack ginality and 
occasion flashes of wit. The film is all 
about the makers—and receivers —of. ob- 
scene phone calls: in particular. the tele. 
phonic titillation of Alice. an audio-ero 
dumb blonde (Sarah Kennedy. whose 
screen debut in this film was previewed 
in PLAYBOY'S May issu, by а honey- 
voiced phonebooth Lothario (James 
Harder). Alice almost jumps through 
the looking glass in her search for the 
owner of таг irresistible voice. In a 
and figur dimactic con- 
frontation, she 1 her man is 
all Bell and no balls. The creep sadly 
declines her fevered overtures and takes 
Alice instead to adjoining phone booths 
in Central Park. where they engage in 
an all-night verbal orgy—conveyed by a 
hard-core cartoon sequence so gross that 


one forced 10 question not only 
Lyon's taste but his intenti as well. 
His taste in talent, however, is impecca- 


ble: Dewy-eyed Miss Kennedy projects a 
beguiling, Goldie Hawnish blend of be- 
fuddled innocence and sexual avidity 
that promises her а bright future—in far 
better fare than this. 


There was little to wax romantic about 
in the Depressionstricken Appalachia of 
1935—nor. for that matter, is there to- 
day. By filming fools Parade in and 
around Moundsville, West Virginia, 
director Andrew V. McLaglen has cap: 
tured the dusty, threadbare look of the 
place and the time. Along with the usual 
emblems of the cra—baggy pants and 
signs advertising tripledip icecream 
coney—there ате N. К. A. posters, hungry 
hobos beside the railroad tracks and 
characters whose greed is at least par- 
Шу motivated by need. Which helps 
lift Fools’ Parade a cut or two above the 
usual melodrama of pursuit. Written by 
James Lee Barrett from a novel by Davis 


Grubb, the screenplay occasionally gets 
100 explicit about ordinary little men 
courageously defying the fickleness of 
fate, and director McLaglen shows a 
taste for mountain corn. Nevertheless, the 
movie is strong and simple and is per- 
formed with contagious gusto by actors 
who seem to know they have mounted a 
winner. James Stewart—sporting a grisly 
glass eye that he removes from time to 
time talisman—teads a trio of former 
prisoners (his cohorts are Strother Marti 
and young Kurt Russell) who emersi 
from the state penitentiary with high 
hopes of staying alive and on the right 
side of the law. They plan to open a 
general store in a distant. community, 
staked by а $25,000 check—Stewart's sav- 
ngs from a 40-year stretch in the prison 
nes as a convicted murderer, What the 
three men don't know as they eagerly 
board a train to get out of town is that a 
ruthless prison guard (George Kennedy) 
and the local banker (David Huddleston) 
have hired a team of professional killers 
to make sure that Stewart never cashes 
his check. Parade's bad guys are un 
ally evil—if you're looking for 
try another movie—but once 
they pick up the scent of blood money, 
their zest for the hunt is something to see. 

Waterloo, for the benefit of those who 
may have skipped earlier filmed lectures 
about the Napoleonic Wars, tells how Na 
poleon Bonaparte met hı 1 defeat in 
battle near a village not from Brus- 
sels and save the world an everlasting 
symbol of failure and shattered hopes. 
‘This elephantine epic is another Water- 
Joo for all concerned. Russian director 
Sergei Bondarchuk. roughly picking up 
where he lelt off with his monumental 
War and Peace, does Waterloo 
same literal, ponderous manner. What's 
missing, alas, is the genius of Tolstoy. 
The battle scenes are vast, colorful and 
slightly confusing: even the actors seem to. 
sense that it’s every man for himself, 
Rod Steiger, always assuming the trite 
stance with hands locked behind him 
while he sweats and sobs his heart 
out as Napolcon, looks beaten before he 
starts. Steiger’s haphazard performance is 
matched by that of Christopher Plum- 
mer, as an urbane Duke of Wellington 
who appears to be enjoying a private 
joke about the behavior of well-bred 
Englishmen under бге. American, Brit 
ish, Russian, French 
and performers were involved in every 
phase of Waterloo, maki this Italo- 
Soviet coproduction a genuinely interi 
tional catastrophe. 


Mixing reallife drama with rudimen- 
tary storytelling is one of the riskier 
ways to use the documentary techniques 
known as cinéma The method 
approaches maximum impact in Derby, 


vérité. 


h opens up the public and private 
life of 24-yearold Mike Snell, a hand 
some Ohio boy with a mighty desire 
to put Dayton behind him and blast a 
niche for himself amid the rough 
tumble of the roller derby. If nothing 
Che, this ironic essay оп the America 
Dream would be remarkable for the free- 
dom achieved by director-photograph 
Robert Kaylor with а cast of derby su- 
perstars plus Snell, his wife, his father 
nds, who play themselves with 
ny unself-consciousness. Seldom 
the quality of life in the lower-middle 
depths of the U.S, А. been more graphi 
ally depicted than when Derby follows 
Snell's wife and a friend of hers (the 
girls are wearing identical sports clothes, 
for по particular reason) to a trailer park, 
where the women shrilly lodge complaints 
with a resident trollop who has been driv- 
ing by at night to honk her horn at their 
husbands, The movie is sad, scary, bruta 
it sizes up Snell's world 
(punching the time clock 
getting bleary on booze, mil 
somebody new now and then to relieve 
the home № routine) and the seedy 
glamor of the skating circu 
Kaylor knows how to score points ed 


contest, all set for a session 
ching violence on wheels, 
learns through а loud-speaker's static tha 
the national anthem са be played 
that evening. Technical difficulties. 
French director Roger Vadim is essen- 
t à pinup artist whose first American 
film. Pretty Maids All in a Row, might be 
mistaken for an attempt to bring back 
the G 1 Girls. (For the fullest top- 
to-bouom view of Vadim's Pretty Maids, 
scc rLaynoy's April issue) Here, Vadim 
offers these raving beauties as murder 
victims in а black comedy supposedly 
meant to say something about the casu- 
al manner of American violence. Murder 
makes out in a high school where Rock 
Hudson. as coach and student counselor, 
balls eight of the comeliest cheerleader 
types—and slays three of them, Rock 
also persuades a zingy substitute teacher 
(Angie Dickinson. who looks wrong for 
the classroom but dead-right for the bed- 
room) to do what she can for an unde 
graduate boy virgin (John David Carson). 
As the faculty superseducer, Hudson 
seems pretty bland. Yet the real problem 
with Pretty Maids is that Vadim ap- 
proaches humor, drama, suspense and 
social comment as if his deeper purpose 
were always to find an expanse of bosom 
bursting from an unbutioned blouse. 


In his first time at bat as a movie 
director, Edwin Sherin—who directed 
The Great White Hope on Broadway— 
shows creditable res 19 1 Valdez ts 
Coming, onc of thosc small but scrious- 
minded Westerns that never swagger 


These are the athletes 
who really need Jack Purcells. | 


Es 
g 


Like them, you do your pro work sitting down. 

Sure, you jock-it-up. On the weekends. Not as 
much as you'd like. And not enough to keep your 
feet in professional shape. 

And that’s why your feet need the extra help in 
Jack Purcells. 

What makes Jack Purcells different is the rigid 
rubber wedge inside each heel. 

What these wedges do is shift your weight to 
the outside of each foot. Thereby distributing your 
body weight better. 


That helps you to keep going longer and per- 
form better on the field. And to end up less tired 
off the field. 

There's a lot more to Jack Purcells. The best 
materials. Great styling. Other good things to take 
care of your feet and keep them comfortable. 

But what makes us pros at the care and footing 
of the now-and-then athleteisour exclusive Posture 
Foundation? wedge. 


Get it. And lose your y 
amateur footing. et 


JACK PURCELL. The only one with the wedge. 
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„and you 
thought all vodkas 


were . 


Its the only vodka in the world with a 
patent on smoothness 


Gordon's” Vodka is screened 15 times by 
an exclusive U.S. patented process (No. 2,879,165) 
which makes it the smoothest, clearest, 
most mixable vodka you can buy. 


80 PROOF. DISTILLED FROM GRAIN. GORDON'S DRY GIN CO, LTD., LINDEN, N. J. 


when it's better to stand still, A low-key 
performance by Burt Lancaster sets the 
tone, with L ter curbing his athleti 
с on his title role as a 
frontier constable whose Mexican ances 


cism to concentir 


try provides a contemporary peg whercon 
to hang a tale. Racial pride motivates 
Valdez, the saga of a turning worm who 
nce alter 
he has unknowingly killed an innocent 
black man at the whim of an ironfisted 
landowner (Jon Cypher). Ridiculed whe 
he tries to collect a pittance of charity 
for the black man's pregnant India 
widow, Valdez declares a private war on 
the landowner, kidnaps the woman Cy 
pher intends to marry (statuesque Susan 
Clark) and stakes his life on forcing the 
scoundrel to pay a S100 ransom into a 
widow's fund. The ensuing cross-country 
pursuit of the constable and his captive 
in fact, a kind of moral wrestling match 
between two strong-willed men. We won't 
reveal who wins, lest we spoil it for some 
innocent who has never placed a bet on 
Burt Lancaster 


gets a bellyful of white arr 


Pushing 40, an American writer of 
lurid fiction comes home to Manhattan 
with a 16-year-old English bride, Ts it 
necess 


y to add that complications fol 


low? Their love idyl cools a little, because 


the writer can't write with rock music 


blaring; he also finds it a drag to do time 


y his wife from her 
rticipation in student 
riots, A heavy company of celebrities has 


in jail after rescuin 
rather impulsive | 


п collected to support cuddle-pup Su- 
узе in her title role, but Honor 
an, Orson Bean, Paul Ford, Jack 
Hawkins, Trevor Howard, Robert Mor- 
ley and Kay Medford fail in their worthy 
ellos to make this [rail comedy look 
consequential. The most interesting thing 
about Lele is the presence in a top rom 
tic role of Charles Bronson (as the writ- 
ct), a pug-faced American movie actor 


who used to play thugs and roustabouts— 
til he went to Paris and melied n 
rts as a kind of 


lions of hard French I 
Bronx Belmondo. Returned to E 
lang: 


Bronson at first 


c films with his new imag 


intact, 


е may seem an un 
likely candidate for movie stardom. Yet 
he is assured. ugly-beautiful and projects 
a hip, casual attitude toward sex that Eu- 
ropeans undoubtedly interpret as Amer 


ican know-how. 


A small new wave of romantic nostal- 
gia hits movie screens with Summer of ^42, 
director Robert Mulligan's tribute 10 


coast during World War Two. As the 
boy, Gary Grimes offers a freckly new 
face on which director Mu 
the collaboration of novelist-scenarist 
Herman Raucher) can write all there 
is to say, and then some, about the 


ап (with 


Unless you were born into 
it, a Porsche was always some- 
thing that came with su 


Now there is a Porsche you 
can afford on the way to success. 

The Mid-Engine Porsche. 

T's a two-seater in the clas- 
sic sports car tradition. But 
right behind the two seats is an 
engine in our race car tradition. 

Weightdistributior 
in the front and 55% in the 
back. Handling is just short of 
fantastic. The car simply goes 
where you point it. 

With the engine in the 
middle, tires wear better be- 
cause each wheel carries al- 
most the same load. Brakes 


work smoother for the same 
reason. 

Other advantage: 
in the list price are 
pinion steering, a five-speed all- 
synchro gearbox, and a built-in 
roll bar. 

"Thereare two trunks. (The 
removable fiberglass roof 


Porsche] Audi: a divisionof Volkswagen. 


stores in the rear trunk.) 

The list price also includes 
a 1.7-liter, 4-cylinder engine 
with fuel injection for going 
and 4-wheel disc brakes for 
stopping. 

But before you spend a 
cent, come spend a little time 
ona free test drive. 


“LT wanted to design a car 


young people could afford? 
Dr. Ferry Porsche. = 


Everything you've always 
wanted to know about our label, 
but were afraid to ask. 


1. The Horseshoe. The horseshoe is part of the 
family crest, and a symbol of good luck. (As 
indicated by the words “Good Luck” up there at 
the top of it) Leopold Schmidt certainly enjoyed 
more than his share of luck the day he discovered 
a well of naturally-perfect brewing water. 


2. The Waterfall. Tumwater Falls is right next to 
the brewery. That isn't where we get our water, 
however. Olympia is brewed with pure water 
from our own artesian wells. If all we needed 
was waterfall water, wed have more breweries 
than you could shake a stick at. 


3. Hops and Barley. The Northwest is the 
country’s leading producer of premium hops 
and choice malting barley. 

They grow right in our backyard, so to speak. 


4. “It’s the Water” It is. 
Its the Water that Makes it Olympia 


Stop in and help us celebrate 75 years in the same location. Olympia Brewing Company: Tumwater. Washington. 800 to 430 every day." Oly*" 
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between your wife’s & your 
mother-in-law’s voice? 


If so, your hearing is certainly good enough to warrant your owning a 
stereo component music system. Many people are under the mistaken im- 
pression that it takes an expert to appreciate the kind of musical repro- 
duction stereo components and only stereo components can provide. If 
you're one of these people, we invite you to any Pacific Stereo store for a 
personal demonstration of what recorded music should sound like and of 
how easy it is to appreciate clean, clear, accurate sound reproduction. You 
might also be interested in how simple it is to install a stereo component. 
music system. If so, any Pacific Stereo salesman will make sure you 
know how. 

The music system shown here is well balanced and well matched їп terms 
of sound and value. 

The Spectrosonic 200 is а 170 watt (t 1db.) AM/FM stereo receiver. 
Its impressive technical specifications account for its flawless performance 
with tape, records, or radio, end it has enough power to reproduce low bass 
notes clearly. 

The Gerrard SL-658 is a fully automatic record player which has exactly 
what it should for the accurate reproduction of what's on your records and 
for taking very good care of them. Pacific Stereo takes care of the tricky 
job of installing an ADC 220X cartridge in the Garrard for you. 

Quadraflex Q-3 speakers are two-way systems in well-constructed walnut 
cabinets. Inside is a 10” acoustic suspension bass speaker and a 3” treble 
speaker. They produce transparent highs and bass all the way down the bass 
player's scale. 

The $399.95 system price includes Pacific Stereo's written five year 
warranty and a one year speaker trial privilege. And you save $59 off Pacific 
Stereo’s usual discount price. 

Come down and bring your wife. 


I WANT ADVANCE SALE INFORMATION! 


Components | own, 
Send to PACIFIC STEREO MAILING LIST 
6601 Bay Street. Emeryville, Calif. 94608 


PACIFIC 
SLERE 


MOUNTAIN VIEW — SANTA MONICA 


ws 
na kapap SPECTROSONIC GARRARD ADC OUADRAFLEX 
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awkwardness and charm and yearnings of 
callow youth. As the girl—a soldiers wife 
who needs a young shoulder to cry on 
when the inevitable telegram comes— 
model Jennifer O'Neill has the kind of 
wind-swept beauty that photographs cx- 

y well against sy dune 

she looks grcat in the view of 
a camera that sces just about everything 


through the eyes of an infatuated 15 


-old named Hermie. An amusing cpi- 
about the boy's first mission to buy 
condoms from a neighborhood druggist 
and a bungled beach orgy with a couple 
of local girls could have benefited from 
me judicious editing. 


RECORDINGS 


The game has been popular for years— 
no doubt because it requires only one 
pop star with a few relatives. It begins 
when someone like James Taylor hits 
with a 1,000,000-selling record and plen- 
ty of press; then, before you can say 
“I've seen fire and I've seen rain," the 
game is on—and suddenly it’s raining 
records by three other Taylors. Brother 
Livingston was first to do a follow-up with 
Livingston Taylor (Atco). It has a plea: 
ant folkish flavor, laced with a down- 
home version of Six Days on the Road, 
but he sounds—and writes songs—so 
much like his brother that the record 
could practically be a James Taylor 
bootleg. IL there's a difference, its that 
Liv's voice—on cuts such as Sit On Back 
—is slightly stronger; otherwise, it will 
do fine for anyone who cant wait for 

new James Taylor album. Not so 
with brother Alex, who was next in line. 
His With Friends and Neighbors (Capricorn) 
shows him to be the family's resident 
rock Her—with a whiskey-drinkin’ 
voice that sounds more like Ronni 


Hawkins than gentle brother James. 
The album has its flat spots, but Take 
Out Some Insurance is a good funky 
roadhouse jam and All in Line rocks all 
The latest participant in 
the Taylor derby is Sister Kete (Cotil 
lion). Her LP gliters with such su 
persidemen as brother ] ‘arole 
Merry Cl: 
—most p since Kate 
her understudy—Linda Ronsi 

that seems like a safe way to cover for a 
voice that hasn't quite arrived yet, well, 
it is The material ranges from overpro- 
duced Memphis soul on Look at Granny 
Run, Run to solid Nashville slick on 
Country Comjort—with an unfortunate 
go at Joe Cocker's Do I Still Figure in 
Your Life in between. If this is, inde 
The Year of the Taylors, then it's a 
that's uneven and slightly der 
but things could be worse. 

With James Earl Jones as its star, 
there wasn't much chance that The 


Scrambler. Size for size, the widest 
tire ever from General Tire. 


White-lettered. Belted for traction and 
mileage. In 60-series or 70-series. 


One of General's Calibrated tires. Computer 
measured and matched for a smoother ride 
andless vibrationthan ever before. 


Too widefor some cars. 
Too much for some drivers. Too 
wild for some tastes. GENERAL 


But that's the way it goes. TIRE 


The Scrambler 
from General Tire. 
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Great While Hope was going to be 
eclipsed by the follow-up film documen- 
tary, Jack Johnson. But its sound track on 
Columbia is extraordinary, having beer 
supplied by Miles Davis, who heads up a 
brilliant contingent—John McLaughlin, 
guitar; Mike Henderson, bass guitar; 
Steve Grossman, reeds; Herbie Hancock, 
keyboards; and Billy Cobham, drums. 
Davis chose a modem idiom for the 
sound track and it works, conveying the 
crackling tension, bravura and melan- 
choly of the black champiow's life. It 
works so well, in fact, that Brock Peters’ 
clectrily ack John- 
son, scem completely natural verbal ex- 
tensions of the music. 

The selEacknowledged Founder of 
Rock "n' Roll, Little Richard, can again 
his middle-period glory on 
Cast a tong Shadow (Epic), two discs [rom 
67, the year of his comeback, Sides one 
id two contain the great oldies from 
the Fifties, recre the somewhat 
hype atmosphere of a Columbia Ree 
ords studio, here called the Okch Club. 
(Okeh was the label of original issue) 
and filled with imported fans and as 
sorted sacamas. Mr. Outrageous—be- 
sides presenting Cassis such as Lucille, 
Tutti Frutti. Long Tall Sally and Whole 
Lotto Shakin’ Goin’ On—cxtols, just as 
he does today. his matural hair, his bea 
. his general greatness. Sides 
1 four show Richard in more 
ical settings—his 196 

with no los of h 
s in the intervening years. The fren- 
zied ebullience, the meaningless cries, 
the incredible ego have truly become 
pop institution, These records, if noth- 
ing che, are a lesson in how rock music 
at its best communicates. We don't need 
Richard to tell us that everybody learned 
om him. "Ooh my soul, ooh my, my, 
my!" 


ng closing words, аз 


ed i 


What is there left to say about Rod 
McKuen? His new two-disc compen- 
dium of aspirated gas, Postorale (Wa 
ner Bros). will surely be seized on by 
his admirers as further evidence of the 
bard's fecund genius, The rest of us may 
finish up our listening looking as hag- 
gard as poor Rod appears on the back 
cover, lying in a fallow field with some 
deer. Some of the many tunes aired hi 
are simple, catchy and properly sugges- 
tive of pastoral life. Pastorale: Part 1 
tells you things about cattle you may 
not haye known and Before the Mon- 
keys Came is a cutesy allegory about 
Eden before the Fall. But there's a gross 
surplus of wheezing and sentiment, 
McKuen's stock in trade, which is not 
helped by the presence of members of 
the Westminster Symphony Orchestra. 
The themes have mostly to do with the 


iture, with love lost, 
love tried and love found. McKuen tells 
us how to view an object, understand а 
feeling. We suppose there are some people 
who have to be told. 


Over 40 years after he first recorded 
the songs in Quintessential Recording Session 
(Halcyon), the irrepressible and seem- 
ingly indestructible Earl Hines has set 
himself down in front of a piano and 
done them again, Although we haven't 
heard the original versions, we're more 
than happy to settle for what we have 
here, There are My Monday Date, Chi- 
cago High Life, Blues in Thirds and five 
others to let you know that Fatha is still 
a king of the keyboard. Available by mail 
for $5.98 from Halcyon Records, P. O. 
Box 1255, Grand Central Station, New 
York, New York 10017. 


Aquarians with an саг for musical 
astrologizing should not miss the dassic 
exercise in that vein Gustav Holst's The 
Ploneis (Deutsche Grammophon), newly 
recorded by the Boston Symphony un- 
der William Steinberg. Holst was a vision- 
ary twrmolihecentury Briton with а 
passion for the occult and an aptitude for 
stunning orchestration. Passion and apti- 
tude came into perfect alignment in The 
Planets, which limns the astrological char- 

си 

meteoric dexterity and otherworldly beau- 
ty. The famed Bostonians, now recording 
for the German company, never sounded 
better, 


istics of the solar system in music of 


Seven young blacks look grimly out 
from the inner covers of Wer 
Artists). while 


at you 
(United 
faces have pictures of black ha 
the fashionable three-finger 
side, one of the songs suggests 
the answer to all of your hang-ups 
How do you feel now. Charley? You 
really want to buy this album? Yeah, go 
ahead and buy it, because it contains 
some fme, fresh-sounding music. It is 
jazz and soul using rock and Latin ele- 
ments merely to contribute, never to 
dominate. There are interesting instru- 
mental /vocal textures, Sun Oh Son, 
and long, building, incantatory choruses, 
as in Lonely Feelin’ amd Vibeka; through- 
out, there are dynamic variations and 
rhythmic stresses that most rock bands 
can't begin to achieve. The musicians 
ге all proficient and they are most de- 
cidedly getting it together. The answer 
may be War, after all. 


the оше 


sur- 


Modern jazz has clasped the flute to its 
bosom and claimed it as its own. There 
are any number of excellent flutists 
plying their trade today—Jeremy Steig, 
Paul Horn, Roland Kirk, Charles Lloyd, 
Yusef Lateef, James Moody, Herbie 


Mann, Frank Wess, Hubert Laws—and 
the last three have new albums that 
are first-rate. Mann's Memphis Two-Step 
(Embryo) emphasizes his catholicit 
personnel behind him varies, as does the 
genre of his material. There's a hard- 
driving horn sound on Soul Man and 
The Night They Drove Old Dixie Down, 
a solter rock sound on Memphis Two- 
Step and an even more delicate ap- 
proach on the remaining four items. 
Mann takes it all beautifully in stride. 
Wess, an all-round reed man, has a great 
advertisement for himself in Wess to 
Memphis (Enterpi Recorded in Muscle 
Shoals, it's a nitty gritty as Wess, 
accompanied by a group of unidentified 
but adroit musicians (the alto sax of Eli 
Fountain is featured on Ooh Child and 
Fool on the Hill), produces a dean, 
cisive sound that cuts right to the heart 
ancy stuff but 


ES 


of the matter. No frills or 
well worth an extended listen. The most 
interesting Mute disc is Laws's Afro-Clossic 
(CTI) Aided by bassist Ron Carter, 
ist Dave Friedman, Bob James on 
electric piano, Fred Alston, Jr, on bas- 
soon and a dutch of rhythm men, Laws 
has tried to combine Bach, Mozart, Fi 
cis Lai (the Love Story theme) and James 
Taylor (Fire and Rain) into a total statc- 
ment that melds African rhythms with 
classical and contemporary music. He has 
succeeded admirably in making it all 
hang together. 


E 


Mason Proffit deserves more 
than it has gotten so far, and йз new 
disc, Movin’ Tewerd Happiness (Happy 
Tiger), should make the group a Profit 
with honor. This is tight, well-played 
country-and-western rock. Tales of out- 


law heroes, ramblin' musicians and Ten- 
nessee-mountain witches combine with 
songs of bitterness over war and the 


wkish 


wes Them, an over- 


rape of the Indians. ‘The only n 
intrusion is He Lo 
wrought ballad about a wife murderer 
poet-father. The group redeems itself 
handsomely on Old Joe Clark and Let 
Me Know Where You're Goin’, hoth of 
which feature driving banjo work by 
John Talbot. 


Brian Auger's Oblivion Express (RCA) be- 
gins like a pretty ordinary trip. Drag- 
on Song, with its amplified guitar and 
organ textures. comes on with all the 
trite trapping: vy rock. But then, 
with Total ser lighter 
rock (a 
їс use of fixed scales) gets more 
сотрап- 
ions are skilled and inventive enough to 
keep your interest, especially on The 
ight, on which Br 
makes good musical sense and the tun 
possibilities seem well exploited. On the 
Road moves nicely and is a good vehicle 


and the раша 
system 


Travel light with imported Passport Scotch: 
The finest, lightest blend of whiskies 


Scotland has to offer. Passport Scotch. 


86 PROOF . 100% BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY - IMPORTED BY CALVERT DIST. CO... N.Y.C. 
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Picture by the artist. 


In a city of millions, two men share a moment in time. Composing through a 55mm normal 
Tens, Jeff Jones spotted the scene and quickly switched to a 135mm telephoto to squeeze 
the dock, fog, and figures together. 


Portrait of the artist. 


For one year of study at the Germain School of 
Photography in New York City, 25 year old Jeff Jones has 
advanced quickly. Meticulously graphicin his approach, 
he is still searching for individuality in his photographs. 
“When you've got a recognized style, you've got an 
autograph.” 


Part of the artist. 


The Minolta SR-T 101 doesn't become an obstacle between you and your creativity. 
Both shutter speed and lens opening indicators are in the viewfinder. So you 
can frame, focus and adjust exposure without looking 3 
away. Nothing interrupts your photographic stream of 
consciousness. The Minolta SR-T 101 (shown) starts 
around $260, depending on normal lens, The Minolta BT 
SR-T 100 is priced around $220. The "M" tag attached ж 
to Minolta SR cameras assures you of a full two-year 
warranty, in accordance with the terms of the U.S.A. 
warranty registration packed with the camera. Find out 
morc. Write: Minolta Corp.,200 Park Ave. So., N.Y. 10003 
In Canada: Anglophoto Lt . 
n шор d., Р.О. Minolta 


xe 


DE. I minolta 


for Jim Mullen's lead guitar. On the 
whole, a worthwhile journey for those 
who want to pursue one of the newer, 
jazzoriented directions in rock. 

Gershwin / Alive & Well & Underground 
(Aveo Embassy) offers the listener a 
marvelously pleasant package, indeed 
There are only two performers. but 
they're more than enough. Versatile pian 
is Leonid Hambro performs on the 
opening Rhapsody in Blue with Gershon 
Kingsley. the synthesizer man, who goes 
on alone to handle 7 Got Rhythm and a 
medley from Porgy and Bess, With the 
electronic world at his finger tips, Kings 
ley is a man ol many parts, adding futur- 
istic dimensions to the Gershwin material, 
so that it sounds as fresh as the day it 
was written, 


THEATER 


Take a deep breath before entering 
the world of Follies. Harold Prince and 
Stephen Sondheim's enterprise chal- 
leng 


es musical form and tradition on an 
even I 


ger scale than their hit Compa- 
ny. This show is immense—technically 
and artisticilly, as well as physically. On 


the surface. it's a lovelorn letter fom 
appointed middle age to the inno- 
cence of youth, Underneath. though. it's 
serious yet always entertainit 
ganza about the havoc of rime and the 
illusions of romance. As a recapitulation 
of the good old days and the good old 
musical styles, Follies is a more enjoyable 
and original show than No, No, Nanette. 
The book. by James Goldman, is ade- 
quate, and the music and lyrics, by Sond- 
heim, are superlative, a pastiche of 
everyone from Gershwin to Porter. There 
blues songs to end the blues, nostal- 
ic numbers to burn down the old nostal- 
165 that are ar once familiar and 
gly new. The show takes place at a 
reunion ol Follies girls in a theater 
about to be razed. The place is full of 
ghosts, w 


g extrava 


h statuesque showgirls as 
movable scenery. The present intrudes 
in the perons of two ex-Follies girls 
(Alexis Smith and Dorothy Collins) and 
the stagedoor Johnnies they married 
(Gene Nelson and John McMartin). 
Under the artful direction of Prince 
and choreographer Michael Bennett, the 
musical arrests the present and confronts 
it with the past. Yvonne De Carlo simply 
sits on a stair and sings a touching song 
of survival, Pm Still Here. Mary Mc 
Carty smashes out a tune and the stage is 
hed with a reflection of the glory that 
was: a long line of lovely clattering cho- 
rines. The cast is fine, particularly Miss 
Smith, Sardonic and sexy, she adds fire to 
ready ignited with theatrical 
zination. At the Winter. Garden, 


lway. 
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Leggero. Mini cycle... maxi fun. 


65cc Leggero. To move you. With a light-hearted spirit that sets you free. Wher- 

ever you want to be. .. whenever you want to be there. Flaming red finish. Three- 

speed gearbox. New wide-tread Pirellis. And a husky 2-cycle engine that delivers the Harley- 
uncommon economy. Leggero. The one machine with a place in your life. For A 

easy-to-ride, easy-to-buy, low-cost fun. And a lifestyle as bright as tomorrow. Davidson 

From Harley-Davidson. Number one where it counts... on the road and in the 

records. AMF | HARLEY-DAVIDSON, Milwaukee, Wisconsin 53201 NEN outperformers 


World's fastest...Sportster powered strosmliner sot an absoluto world spoed record at Bonneville October 16, 1970...265.492 mph. That's Outperformancel 


Since you can't | 
tell books by their covers, 


let PLAYBOY editors 
look into them for you. 


Jointhenew 


PLAYBOY BOOK CLUB 


It's about time somebody came up with a book club that makes sense 
for PLAYBOY readers... and who knows more about PLAYBOY people 
than PLAYBOY editors? 
So, we've done il! From the avalanche of 35,000 books published yearly, 
we're bringing together those that are candid, contemporary, swinging and 
thought provoking. You can't examine them all, but we can. 


And we'll offer you the best of them at savings up to 33% 
under retail prices. The best from the publishing world thoughtfully 
selected for you by PLAYBOY editors, 


“Playboy's Choice," an illustrated, informative, monthly bulletin will 
outline our editors’ selections. Your only obligation is to add as few as 
four club selections (or alternates) to your library during the first year. 
(Sorry, but orders from outside the U.S. and Canada cannot be processed.) 


Avoid buying books you'll never read. Instead, join the new 
Playboy Book Club. Fill in the application today. 


BONUS: The Best from Playboy « Number Five 
(a $2.50 value), yours FREE for prompt action. 


Introductory offer: Ч 
Choose апу four books 
oronly $195 (value up to$52.50) 
when you agree to become 


amemberof the 
Playboy Book Club. 


*Deluxe volumes count as two selections 
731 SCARNE'S COMPLETE ¥ 737 THE MOVIES 
GUIDE TO GAMBLING Richard Griffith and 
(Pub. Price $10.00) Arthur Mayer 
Classic best seller (Pub. Price $19.95) 
764 THE SENSUOUS MAN Illus. movie history 


by “mM 718 THE TURNED-ON 
(Pub. Price $6.00) EXECUTIVE 

New best seller акти = 

763 CRIME IN Кон Мор 
AMERICA (Pub. Price $7.95) 
Ramsey Clark 761 THE SQUARE-TO- 


(Pub. Price $6.95) 
Atty. Gen.’s views 


SQUARE GOLF SWING 
Dick Aultman . 
(Pub. Price $5.95) 
New golf method. 


= 232 MIRROR OF VENUS 
Wingate Paine, Francoise 
Sagan & Federico Fellini 
(Pub. Price $22.50) 
Women explored, illus. 
765 SINKINGS, SALVAGES, 
AND SHIPWRECKS 
Robert F. Burgess 
(Pub. Price $6.95) 
Sea sagas, illus. 
775 THE COUPLE 
Mr. and Mrs. “K” 
(Pub. Price $5.95) 
Sex clinic partners 


739 GROSSMAN'S 
GUIDE TO WINES, SPIRITS 
AND BEERS 

(Pub. Price $8.95) 

For home bartenders 
773 83 HOURS TILL DAWN 
(Pub. Price $7.95) 
Kidnapped and buried 
alive... true. 


755 THE 
ONE-EYED KING 

Edwin Fadiman, Jr. 

(Pub. Price $6.95) 
Love & money... fict 
771 BLUE MERIDIAN 
Peter Maithiessen 

(Pub. Price $8.95) 
White shark hunt 

774 THE EDUCATION OF 
А TENNIS PLAYER 

Rod Laver 

(Pub. Price 57.951 
Inside story & tips 


#769 THE GREAT AGE 


OF SAIL 
(Pub. Price $16.95) 
Giant illus. book 

772 THE BATTLE FOR 
STOCK MARKET PROFITS 
Gerald M. Locb 

(Pub. Price $7.95) 
Practical investing 

701 BODY LANGUAGE 
Julius Fast 

(Pub. Price $4.95) 
The secret signs 


“A woman astronaut? What on earth for?” 
“Well, certainly not to cook” 


It began about 10 years ago when we asked, “Should a gentleman offer ыгы а 
lady?" A lot's happened since then. Today, a gentleman not only offers a Tip: 
but the lady is taking up the offer. 

Yes, times have changed. And you can blame us. Pro foot- Tiparillo 
ball players go to hairdressers. Curvaceous young women ШЕ 


illo to alady, 


Tiparillo 
are jockeys. Co-ed dorms are part of an education. The list я 
is a mile long, and at the head of itis Tiparillo... withits trim sr 
shape, comfortable size, clean 
And as smart looking as it is, panto is smart smoking, | | 
too. With flavor you can enjoy without inhaling. k 
Maybe you ought to start something. Start smoking \ À | 
тра E 


o... before a lady offers you опе. Train ов рн 
Tiparillo: Maybe we started something. 
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WI, girl and I are due to get married 
in about three months, having lived to- 
gether for the past year. The ceremony 
s nothing to me, but apparently it 
means a great deal to her, as she has 
been getting more and more insistent 
it. I have no great objection to 
marriage—at kast I think 1 have no 
great objection —but. lately, she tells me 
at E grind my tech a lot while I 
sleep. something J never used to do. 
Does this mean, perhaps, that subcan- 
iously I don’t want to get married after 
RL, St Louis, Missouri 
You said it, we didn’t. 


AAS a person who is left-handed, I find 
myself continually handicapped by prod- 
ucts that are designed for anded 
people—a prejudice that is litte recog- 
nized but is a source of constant anno’ 

nce. Recently, a friend told me that 
possible to buy lefthanded playing 
cards, which struck me as the type of 
puton to which I'm constantly subjected 
Are they for reaP—R. О, Phoenix 
Arizona. 

Playing cards for left-handed people 
are no put-on. The symbols in the cor- 
ners of ordinary playing cards are in the 
top-left and bottom-right positions and 
are hidden when a card hand is fanned 
by a left-handed player. Left-handed play- 
ing cards сату the symbols in all four 
corners, Also available for the left-handed 
are special scissors, diaper pins, irons, 
frying pans (both sides of the pan have 
a pouring spout), flour sifters, corkscrews 
(the left-handed one turns counterclock- 
wise), golf clubs, guitars (left-handed Paul 
McCartney had to go to Germany to find 
one), wrist watches, electric handsaws 
(some of those made for a right-handed 
person can be dangerous when operated 
by а southpaw), lape measures, etc. Most 
of these, as well as other items, are avail- 
able from Anything Left-Handed, Box 
4669, San Jose, California 95126. 


am stationed overseas and ordinarily re- 
ceive a leer from my fiancée every week 
or so. Unfortunately, during the past two 
months I have received only one letter 
and a birthday card and other than that, 
complete silence, even though I have writ- 
ten to her a number of times, Her mother 
usually handles the incoming and outgo- 
ing mail at her house and since 1 know 
she never liked me, I fear that she is 
intercepting my letters—as well as those 
her daughter writes. How can | handle 
this sticky situation 1. Re APO New 
York, New York. 

Aside from sticking pins into a wax doll 
containing some of the mother's finger- 


nail filings, there's not much you can do. 
But if you suspect your girlfriend's moth- 
er of blocking the mail, certainly your 
girl—who knows her better than you do 
must suspect Ihe same and would take 
care to mail her letters personally. May- 
be the question isn’t one of gelling the 
letters but of getting the message. Why 
don't you place an overseas call and find 
ош? 


ordering liquor by br: 
he's in a bar or a re 
this an affectation 
for not ordering w 
docs The Playboy Advisor think: 
California. 

We wouldn't go so far as to call you a 
fool, but we do tend 10 agree with your 
partner. Ordering liquor by brand name 
obviously enables the drinker 10 en- 
joy his personal preference in pota- 
bles—his brand is usually superior to 
the one used by the bartender in mak- 
ing drinks for more easily salisfed cus- 
tomers. (Such liquor saves the house a 
substantial amount, bul drinks made 
from house brands may also cost the 
customer less.) There are other ai 
tages to ordering by brand name, 
request a specific brand for a guest is а 
mark of hospitality; il also enables the 
drinker to sample the brands he may 
want 10 consider for consumption at 
home. Incidentally, when you shift from 
the bar to the dining тоот, brand orders 
are sometimes ignored by the bartender, 
meaning that you probably pay a higher 
price for a cheaper liquor. At the bar, 
of course, you can usually see from which 
bottle the bartender is pouring when he 
makes your drink. 


aks I'm a fool 
y want. What 


hive been dating a fellow off and on 
since we were in high school, seven years 
ago. We have come to care for cach 
other very much as friends and, recently, 
as lovers. Unfortunately, while he is sin- 
cere and tender in his lovemaking, he 
hurries his foreplay too much. Is there a 
tactful way of teaching him the finer 
points and getting him to slow down? 
He has dated quite a bit and thinks he 
knows everything, so I hate to deflate his 
ego, but he usually thinks I'm ready long 
before 1 really am. 1 Jove him, but I hate 
the thought of marrying him and being 
miserable in bed for the rest of my life. 


how much you love the preliminaries 
and remind him that haste is the enemy 
of love. We might add that one of the keys 
to your problem may be indicated in your 


The Leather Look 
Makes The Wright 
Jean Scene 


Jeans just got the leather-look 
message. Get them at all the 


right stores now. $16.00 


Natural pearl and 14-kt. gold 
pendant suspended from a delicate 
gold chain. Gift boxed, JY30101, $20. 


Gift card in your name? Send check or 
money order (including 50¢ for handling) to: 
Playboy Products, Playboy Building, 

918 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Illinois 60611. 
No 0.0.D. orders. Playboy Club credit 
keyholders may charge. 
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phrase “his foreplay.” As a result of misin- 
formation given in many sex manuals, 
foreplay has for too long been consid- 
ered an exclusively male province; ac- 
tually, it should be practiced by both of 
you (im which case he’s sure to like it 
more). You ought to apply as much energy 
and enthusiasm lo stimulating him as he 
does lo you; otherwise, he’s going to be 
bored—not stiff but limp. 


] was recently told that during the past 
decade, more than 25,000 crimes were 
prevented and criminals apprehended 
by private citizens using their own 
firearms. А there апу way to confirm 
Atlanta, Georgi: 

During The past few years of debate 
on the vices and virtues of firearms, 
neither side has been able to nail down 
any sound statistics on the protective 
value of guns, because of 100 many vari- 
ables: where a person lives, his compe- 
tence wilh weapons, his occupation. his 
judgment, the local crime rate, and so 
forth. Two years ago, the National Con 
mission on the Causes and Prevention of 
Violence studied this matter and con- 
cluded only that (1) more than 500,000 
business firms in the U.S. keep 
Jor protective purposes and that these 
weapons may, indeed, deter or prevent 
some robberies; (2) several million 
householders also keep guns loaded and 
handy for protection, but the risk of mis- 
we or accidents statistically far exceeds 
the threat from armed iniruders. Hard 
facts, though, are difficult to come by. 
An alerted householder, armed or not. 
will usually scare off a burglar or tres- 
passer and he may or may nol report the 
incident. Police reports often do not 
record the legitimate use oj a legally 
owned firearm unless shooting actually 
occurs. And citizens who report to police 
that they have foiled a crime often tend 
lo exaggerate. 


firearms 


Lease summer, I started dating a girl and 
we had a great deal of lun together. In 
fall we both, comfortably and willing: 
ginity—to cach other. 
increasingly satisfy. 
ic months, 


ng, but now, a 
she says she's in love with me. I've been 
honest with he 1 along in making it 
clear that 1 am not ready to seule down 
and that I am not in love with her. 
Until now, our fondness for each other 
seemed balanced and mutually limited. 
Tt bothers me to realize that because 1 do 
not love her, I will now very [шешу 
hurt her. What should I 002—5. 
Wichita, Kansas. 

Continue to be as honest with her as 
you have been—and recognize the jact 
that if you cannot return the love she 
feels for you, then the end of the affair is 
not just coming, it has already arrived. 
You can remain her friend, but to re- 
main her lover under these circumstances 


would be cruel. Start dating other girls 
and don’t give in to the temptation to go 
back to the old one just because, sexually 
speaking, she is available, Sadly, the only 
ones who have the strength to end a 
love affair are those who are not in love. 


AAS a teenage tippler, I've more or less 
made a hobby of cataloging which states 
will allow me to drink and which ones 
won't. Until recently, only Louisiana and 
New York would allow you to sample 
anything you wanted as an 18-year-old; 
however. I'm sure I read lately that 
Alaska had lowered the boozing age to 
19. I could also have sworn that Ne 
braska allowed one to do Same 
at the age of 20. Am I mis or— 
horrorsi—did The Playboy Advisor goof 
in the March issuer—R. 5., Chicago, 
Illinois. 

Our researcher may have been tippling 
himsel while checking the alcohol in- 
ventory. Both Mao and Hawaii, 
which allow drinking at the age of 20, 
were omitted from the list of liberal 
states: and Alaska and Maine reduced 
their drinking ages (from 21 to 19 and 
from 21 to 20, respectively) after our 
March issue went to press. 


the 


MI; ишеп апа I are 19 and weve 
been in love for the past nce it 
will be a long time before we can get 
married, we're becoming cager to share 
the mysteries of premarital sex. T say 
mysteries because both of us come from 
very sheltered backgrounds and don't 
know much about the subject. Can you 
suggest some source of honest, forthright, 
common-sense advice2—J. V., East La 
Michigan, 

Read “Sex Before Marriage,” by Dr. 
Eleanor Hamilton. This book, written by 
an experienced family counselor, discusses 
such specific subjects as birth control. sex 
wal response, gynecological impediments 
to orgasm and noncoital techniques. The 
author suggests guidelines for determi 
ing your own readiness for pre-altar й 
tercourse and explains how to accomplish 
defloration with a minimum of pain. 


© роху one of the most horrifying 
films ever made was MGM's Freaks, re- 
leased in 1932. Apparently it was so 

hiening that it never enjoyed wide 
ution. What I would like to know 
the film т ng and 
were the prints destroyed, as Гуе heard? 
—S. W., Nashville, Tennessee. 

There are many contenders for the 
title of the most horrifying American film 
ever made, and certainty “Freaks” is 
high on the list. Directed by Tod 
Browning, it achieved its horror not by 
using makeup or special effects but by 
casting genuine freaks. Assembled from 
all over the world, they included a liv- 
ing torso, an armless wonder, dwarfs and 
pinheads, among others. The freaks 


were not presented as monstrous but ax 
very human; the horror is internal, 
when, in the end, the viewer finds him- 
self sympothizing with the villains of the 
film—normal human beings—because the 
physical appearance of the freaks has 
made il next to impossible 10 emotionally 
identify with them. Although “Freaks” 
was cul in some states and banned from 
the United Kingdom for 30 years, prints 
are still available through such rental 
companies as Audio Film Genter. 


MI; sister maintains that the best sun 
tan lotion is one you can make yourself 
by mixing baby oil with iodin 
it’s much better than commercial lotion 
Js there any truth to chis?—L. L., St. Paul, 
Minnesota. 
Not much. The baby oil will reduce 
the drying effects of the sun, while the 
iodine may temporarily dye the skin 
Most commercial preparations contain 
chemicals that act as sun screens—they 
absorb some ultraviolet rays and let you 
stay in the sun longer with less risk of 
burning. Other preparations contain sun 
blocks, which reduce tanning bul also 
tend to prevent burning. Nearly all the 
avious oils and lotions contain moistur- 
izers to protect the skin from drying, 


W. 
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it that men frequently м: 
ag wih an erection 
called it a “piss hard-on” when I was 
kid, but I doubt that Шау the answe 
—H. 5, New Orleans, Loi 
You're right—a full bladder is coinci- 
dental, not causal. Erections occur during 
SO percent of the periods of sleep most 
associated with dreaming, according 10 
Dr. Ismet Karacan, professor of psychia- 
try and director of the sleep laboratory 
at the University of Florida. These pert 
ods are referred to as REM periods, jor 
the rapid eye movements that occur dur- 
ing them. They become longer toward 
morning and the likelihood of waking up 
duying one of them, and thus waking up 
with an erection, obviously becomes great- 
er toward dawn. In addition, recent re- 
search has shown that REM меер is 
associated with periods of increased con- 
centrations in the human body of plasma 
testosterone—the major male sex hormone 
—which reaches a peak during the last 
REM period. However, it is not yet defi- 
nitely known whether the high concen- 
trations oj testosterone cause erections. 


na. 


All reasonable questions—jrom fash- 
ion, food and drink, stereo and sports cars 
to dating dilemmas, taste and etiquette 
—awill be personally answered if the 
writer includes a stamped, self-addressed 
cnvelope. Send all letters to The Playboy 
Advisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Mich 
gan Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 60611. The 
most provocative, pertinent. queries will 
be presented on these pages cach month. 


UP AGAINST THE WALL- MARBORO 
rn Every wall can be iie aimo = application Mail “a today. POSTERS 


AUTHENTIC MOVIE POSTERS 
FULL-COLOR REPRODUCTION: 
Senat 19429 0111.49 each. 
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People don’t buy the MGB just because it’s different. But because they are. 


They know the MGB's got what it takes to 
separate the real thing from its imitators. 
They know, for instance, that the MGB's 
1798 с.с. twin-carb engine is proven time and 
again in competition. And yet, it turns in the 
of performance that delivers up to 25 miles 
per galion. 
Other race-proven performance features 
include the full-synchromesh 4-speed gearbox, 
the stopping power of 10.75-inch front disc 
brakes and the roadability of racing-type 
suspension with radial-ply tires. 
Then, too, you'll appreciate the kind of MG 
beauty that goes with MG performance. With its 
clean lines, mag-style wheels and recessed 
grille, the MGB has the kind of look that sets 
you apart as a winner. Test drive ће MGB '71, 
the unique sports car for people who are a 
breed apart. 
For the name of your nearest Austin-MG dealer 
and information about overseas delivery, 
dial (800) 631-1971 exceptin AS 
New Jersey where the number is 
(800) 962-2803. Calls are toll-free, 
of course. Lass 

ritish Leyland Motors Inc., Leonia, New Jersey 07605. 


THE PLAYBOY FORUM 


an interchange of ideas between reader and editor 
on subjects raised by “the playboy philosophy” 


REVOLUTIONARY REPRESSION 

When I was young—over a decade ago 
Ше sexual revolution was a healthy 
rebellion against the more idiotic taboos 
of orthodox churches. It was an assertion 
of simple, commonsense propositions 
based on toler laissez [айе and hu 
manistic rationalism, The left, still hung 
up in its own kind of puritanism. either 
ignored this movement or pronounced it 
individualistic and counterrevolutionary. 

Now, alas, the left has moved into the 
sexual revolution and imbued it with 
the fanaticism and dreariness of all its 
causes. As a result, amorphous sexual 
guilt (one of the most pernicious causes 
of neuroses) is making a huge comeback 
everywhere. The left, it seems, can't 
touch any cause without turning it into 
an excuse to lay guilt trips on other 
people: except that, unlike the older 
puritans, it prefers to load the guilt 
onto those who are statistically average 
or normal, rather than on the statistical- 
ly deviant 


This is rubbish either way. As a Yippie 
leader said in one of his few perceptive 
moments, “You can't do good unless you 


feel good.” 
The lady-wrestler types in women's lib 
are the worst offenders (but not the 
only ones. I am а married heterosex 
ual; therefore, the Mao-Mao faction of 
the new feminists would sty I am exploit 
ing my wile. Despite my rightwing bias, 
I do some normal human self- 
doubts, so I have brooded over this a bit 
nd asked my wife several times if she 
thinks I'm exploiting her. She says every- 
body should be so exploited, This will 
not satisfy the lady Leninists, who will 
quickly reply that my wife is bre 
washed, I reply, elegantly: bullshit. My 
wife is quite aware of the real economic 
exploitation of women in America and is 
е of the nonmisanthropic 


woups- 
Gay liberation is also, under its Marx- 
ship, turning very ungay 
downright ugly. No sane person of com- 
mon decency approves of the discrimin: 
tion against homosexuals in this society. 
but such laissez Jaire is not enough for 
this crowd. They want us all to become 
gay. L recently read an article by one of 
their spokesmen who said а man who 
can't love other men is neurotic. It was 
clear, in context, that love meant sex to 
the author, Well, 1 love a few men I 
know, but I don't want sexual foreplay 


with them, (To me, that’s what homo- 
sexuality is: foreplay without the full 
sexual act) I also love my dog and my 
parakeet, but I don't want sex with them. 
Am I therefore to be consigned to the 
Dark Ages? 

The orgy crowd and the swingers and 
the swappers are also a drag. They can bed 
with 12 people of four sexes and two tin 
whistles if they want and I don't give a 
hoot, nor do T think the police should 
pester them. But. again, this liveand- 
leclive attitude isn’t enough. The prop 
ganda from this аек (ells me that if I 
don't join them in that big bed (bring: 
ing along my wife and, probably, my 
children “as well), I'm some kind of 
psychological cousin of Cotton Mather 
and the witch-hunters. 

To all these missionaries, 1 say: Do 
your own thing and let me do my thing. 
We've seen enough. pseudorcvolutionary 
repression from Lenin onward. I don't 
want any of you becoming commissars 
over my sex life. “Mind your own busi 
new" is still the most revolutionary slo 
gan in the world. 


‘Thomas Ross 
New York, New York 


THE PLAYBOY ESTABLISHMENT 

As а longtime PLAYBOY reader and 
Playboy Club keyholder, 1 must confess 
that my romance with your philosophy is 
wearing thin, While you continue to ex- 
press a sane attitude on war, racism, law 
and abortion, you are also growing more 
and more out of touch with women—the 
central ingredient t originally made 
you successful. At the beginning of the 
Sixties, when dissent was starting to 
crack the cocoon of tradition, yours was 
a progressive voice. L reher draw 
ing his bow, eLaxboY promised to propel 
us into а new cra of rationality, self 
expression and fulfillment for all, Untor- 
tunately, the arrow of enlightenment has 
now left the archer far behind. Women, 
like blacks, homosexuals, and 
other repressed g ng a 
more meaningful role in shaping their 
own destinies— PLAYBOY estab- 
lishment, instead of helping, now takes a 
reactionary position, mindlessly continu- 
ing to portray women only as sexual 
objects while lampooning every female 
aspiration toward equal status and op- 
portunity. 

During the past ten yc 
grown out of adolescence 
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Made from an original old style 
sour mash recipe by Bill Samuels. 
fourth generation Kentucky Distiller. 
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essential 


In essence: this is the fragrance 
that brings out the playmate in her, 
turns on the playboy in vou! Half 
ounce of Playboy's own Perfume. 
Use order no. TY2000 $15. 
Please add 30e for handling. 

Shall we send a gift card in your namo? 
Please send chock or money order to: 
Playboy Products, The Playboy Building, 


919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 60611. 
Playboy Club credit koyhaldors may charge 
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learned to value other qualities in wom- 
en than those exhibited in your pages. I 
wish rravnor, aho, would grow into 
manhood. 


Paul R. Freshwater 
Cincinnati. Ohio 

During 1970 and 1971, we have jea- 
tured such women as Mary McCarthy, 
Dr. Mary Calderone, Joyce Carol Oates, 
Janis Joplin, Joan Baez and Virginia 
Johnson. all of whom are primarily nota- 
ble for their contributions to society. 
Our female readership is over. 3,000,000 
—higher than that of most women's 
magazines—and “The Playboy Forum” 
reflects this in the high percentage of 
letters from intelligent women discussing 
a variety of issues, including women's 
liberation. We have editorially supported 
equal pay, equal opportunity, legal abor- 
tion, day-care centers and other feminist 
goals. Our lampoons have been reserved 
exclusively for that small, shrill faction 
of women’s lib that believes equality 
cannot be achieved. without destroying 
heterosexuality. In short, you must be 
more careful when you go to the news 
siand—you are buying some other maga- 

zine and mistaking it for pLayuoy. 


VIRGIN LIBERATION 
Hand 


Rigid, pu 
е being replaced with a libe 
xual code that is often equally cruel 
The American Virgin Liberation Front 
has been formed to extend sexual free- 
dom to those who practice virginity. 
A. V. L. F. is not again i only 
to establish freedom for those persons who 
wish to refrain from sexual activity, Vir- 
ginity is nor a damnable state. 

Sexual licen 
boys and girls, 1 ve un 
ther physically or, more importantly, 
psychologically—to cope with their own 
y. Yet these same boys and girls 


sexi 


are often coerced into sexual activity by 
their peers many cases, through 
ne or the threat of r and 


ostracism), Young people mu 


to feel that sexual activity is 
decision and that there is по loss of per- 
sonal worth if one decides, for whatever 


reason, not to 
Being а virgi 

Virginity in postadolescent life often 
s the burden of cruel innuendocs. 
s often depicted in song and story 
joke. Whereas a celibate state was 
once held i d, now virginity 
is labeled 


intercourse. 


ding their lack of perso 
volvement, they should be 
competent professional medical help 
without suffering feclings of guilt or fear 
of dete Virginity is no laughing 
matter. 

There is a round-the-clock drive by 


ble to find 


FORUM NEWSFRONT 


a survey of events relaled to issues raised by “the playboy philosophy? 


UP THE FLAGPOLE 
WASHINGTON, D. с.—Тһе U.S. Supreme 
Court, by dividing evenly, upheld the 
flag-desecration conviction of New York 
City art-gallery owner Stephen Radich, 
who exhibited a construction consisting of 
a U.S. flag draped around a sculptured 
penis. Attorneys for the exhibitor argued 
that the constitutional guarantee of free 
Speech means that artistic expression may 
not be punished even if it holds the flag 
up to contempt. Four members of the 
Court did not salute when this proposi- 
tion was run up the flagpole, and Justice 
William O. Douglas abstained. Radich 
faces up to 60 days in jail or a $500 fine. 
A few days later, however, the U.S. 
Court of Appeals in Washington, D. C., 
reversed the 1968 conviction of Yippic 
Abbie Hoffman for wearing a shirt re- 
sembling a U.S. flag. The Government 
contended that Hoffman had defaced 
the flag (or shirt) by wearing buttons on 
it reading WALLACE FOR PRESIDENT, STAND 
UP FOR AMERICA and VOTE PIE 
IN 68. The court noted that Hoffman, 
in any case, had not altered the shirt, 
which he had obtained commercially. 

In New York, a three-judge Federal 
court ruled that butions, decals and 
other items employing U.S. flag designs 
are protected as a form of free speech; 
and the supreme court of North Dakola 
has ruled that the “peace lag"—an 
American flag with the stars replaced by 
a peace symbol—does not desecrate Old 
Glory because it is not an official U.S. 
flag but “something entirely different. 


MILITARY MAIL PRYING 
pc—A confidential 
Army directive orders military command- 
ers in Vietnam to intercept and confiscate 
Personal first-class mail containing paci 
fist or other dissident publications sent 
‘to soldiers there. According to The New 
York Times, a spokesman for the Army 
has confirmed the authenticity of the 
directive, but a spokesman for the U.S. 
Postal Service stated that no Govern- 
ment agency, including the Army, has 
the right to seize first-class mail without 
a court order. Such an order, the postal 
official said, could usually be obtained 
only if a specific mailing was judged to 
present a clear and present danger to the 
United States. 
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ТЕСЕ OFFICERS 

In California, the keen eye of the law 
sometimes lakes a long while to focus. 
An undercover vice-squad cop in San 
Francisco answered a married couple's 
ad in an underground newspaper, paid 


them a $70 modeling fee and then con- 
scientiously filmed their sexual activities 
for a full hour before arresting them. 

An even greater endurance record was 
set by Los Angeles vice-squad detectives 
who sat through a nude dance act at a 
local night club again and again before 
deciding what charges to file against 
the performers. The crucial issue: Did the 
dance climax with a climax? After 75 
viewings, the detectives deduced that the 
concluding choreography was real sexual 
intercourse, not simulated, and the per- 
formers were so accused. In court, how- 
ever, the defense attorney, insisting that 
the intercourse was only simulated and 
that the dance was art beyond reproach, 
arranged a performance for the judge, 
jury and press. Reporters couldn't de- 
cide whether they saw fucking or faking; 
the jury found the defendants guilty of 
lewd conduct, however. 


SCREWED 

NEW YORK ciTy—In ruling that Screw 
—a lively, pungent and proudly prurient 
sex tabloid—is obscene, a New York 
municipal court has devised a novel 
legal tactic for harassing the foe from 
the rear. The three-judge panel carefully 
reviewed all the important legal prece- 
dents that extend free-speech guarantees 
to erotic publications, define the crime 
of “pandering” and establish the "'re- 
deeming social value” doctrine as a test 
of obscenity. The judges decided that 
Screw did not pander and that its edi- 
torial content possessed some social 
value. However, they did find that its ad- 
verlisements—particularly the “personals” 
—oljered merchandise and solicited ac- 
tions, especially sodomy, that violate 
New York sex laws. Acknowledging that 
"censorship . . . is tolerated by our 
Constitution only when the expression 
presents a clear and present danger of 
action of a kind the state is empowered 
to prevent and punish,” the court rea- 
soned that because the ads “solicit acts 
in violation of our penal laws [they] 
enjoy no First Amendment protection,” 
and this “degenerates lo illegality the 
entire publication, coloring also with 
the brush of obscenity even that sprin- 
kling of articles which contain some 
social value.” Publisher Jim Buckley and 
editor Al Goldstein have appealed. the 
conviclion, which carries with it a $1000 


fine. 


ITALY TAKES THE PILL 
RoME—Haly's highest court, over strong 
Vatican objections, has abolished the 
country's laws against the advertising and 
sale of birth-control pills апа other 


contraceptives. The action by the consti- 
tutional court legalized what has already 
become an increasingly common practice; 
many Italian doctors have been prescrib- 
ing the pill ostensibly for other health 
purposes. Halian health-mmistry. officials 
applauded the court ruling, blaming the 
antibirth-control laws for the country's 
high rate of illegal abortions—an estimat- 
ed 1,000,000 per year (the same as the 
number of live births), resulting in a prob- 
ability of 30,000 maternal deaths annually. 

In Dublin, the Irish senate shelved— 
and probably killed—a woman mem- 
Бегу bill to repeal that country’s 1935 
ban on Ihe import, advertising and sale 
of contraceptives. 


PUNISHING THE INNOCENT 

WASHINGTON, D. с.—Тйе U.S. Supreme 
Court has ruled, five to four, that a state 
can deny illegitimate children the right 
of inheritance from their fathers. Reject- 
ing the suit of a Louisiana woman whose 
daughter had been acknowledged by her 
father but never legally adopted, the 
Court held that the Louisiana law deny- 
ing the girl any share in his estate was 
constitutional. The four dissenting Jus- 
tices strongly objected that the ruling 
“cannot even pretend to be a principled 
decision” and merely reflects “the unten- 
able and discredited moval prejudice 
of bygone centuries which vindictively 
punished not only the illegitimates! par- 
ents but also the hapless and innocent 
children.” Washington observers saw this 
decision, among others, as sharply reflect- 
ing President Nixon's efforts to reverse 
the Court's liberal trend in recent years 
through the appointment of more con- 
servative Justices. 


MEDICINAL MARIJUANA 
cmcaco—Experiments with — letrahy- 
drocannabinol (THC )—believed to be the 
principal psychoactive chemical in mari- 
juana—indicate that the drug may have 
valuable medicinal qualities. 4t a mecting 
of the Federation of American Societies 
for Experimental Biology, several те 
searchers reported their own recent find- 
ings and also revealed the results of secret 
Army studies conducted between 1955 and 
1959. The Army's interest in pot was 
centered in the effectiveness of certain 
marijuana derivatives as painkillers, tran- 
quilizers and medicinal agents to reduce 
fever and alter the metabolism. In one 
formerly secret Army study, a single injec- 
tion of a marijuana-based drug was found 
to plunge dogs into a deep, hibernation- 
like sleep lasting up to eight days with no 
apparent aftereffects. Such a drug could 
have important applications where large 
numbers of casualties cannot be given 
immediate medical attention, as in the 
case of a nuclear attack. A new study in- 
dicates that the “high” experienced by 


marijuana smokers may not derive from 
THC direcily but from a chemical by- 
product of THC that ts formed in the 
liver and taken into the blood stream. 

Meanwhile, in an effort to determine 
whether or not marijuana smokers in- 
crease their risk of lung cancer, the 
National Cancer Institute has ordered 
2,000,000 ready-made joints for use in 
animal experiments. The reefers are roll. 
ing out of a suburban Virginia laboratory 
supplied with marijuana confiscated by 
the Customs Bureau and should, there- 
fore, be of “average national quality,” 
according to an N.C.1. official. For se- 
curity reasons, the institute declined to 
reveal which laboratory is turning out 
the joints. 


STRAIGHTER DOPE ON DOPE 

WASHINGTON, D.G—The country's edu- 
cation and law-enforcement officials have 
been urged to think twice before using 
many of the drug-abuse films and audio- 
sual aids now in wide circulation. The 
National Coordinating Council on Drug 
Abuse Education and Information re- 
viewed nearly 100 movie and filmstrip 
programs and found 36 of them—includ- 
ing some of the most popular—scten- 
lifically unacceptable. Peter Hammond, 
the councils executive director, noted 
that “misinformation, a characteristic of 
many drug films, does more harm than 
good.” 


NARROW ESCAPE 

Des MOINES, 1owa—Slate officials have 
authorized unemployment benefits for a 
Mason City woman who said she had to 
leave her job because a male co-worker 
kept patting her bottom and telling her 
risqué jokes. Her employer acknowledged 
that he had witnessed such incidents and 
had reprimanded the offender; the woman 
said the incidents continued, neverthe- 
less, so she quit. The Iowa Security Com 
mission ruled that her resignation could 
be attributed lo company working con- 
ditions. qualifying her [от unemployment 
payments. A 


PENSIONS FOR PROSTITUTES 
nonn—West Germany's 50,000 laxpay- 
ing professional prostitutes, like other 
working girls, would like a retirement 
system complete with insurance and 
pensions. Six women, speaking for an 
undetermined number of coworkers, 
have held talks with welfare officials, in- 
surance executives and a woman polili 
cian to {ту to iron out some of the legal 
wrinkles—such as the issue of compul- 
sory versus voluntary old-age retirement. 
Meanwhile, the publisher of an erotic 
tabloid in Hamburg, generally regarded 
as Germany's sex capital, is polling the 
citys plush brothels to gather labor sta- 
tistics and survey employee attitudes. 


members of both sexes to initiate virgins 
into sexual activity. While there might 
be some instinctive urge that underlies 
this pursuit, whatever thrill of imagined 
conquest the pursuer obtains from the 
act of deflowering must be unequivocally 
denounced in а civilized society in the 
20th Century. As man becomes more 
aware of his own personal freedom, he 
should be made aware of the freedom of 
others. This special area of conquest, of 
“getting the virgin," should be соп- 
demned for what it is—a heartless, b: 
baric sport. 

Wendy Robin 

American Virgin Liber 

Philadelphia, Pennsylva 
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JUST DELIVER THE MAIL 

The following is an excerpt from an 
editorial in The Washington Post con- 
ceming postal censorship. Jt is hearten- 
ing that this prestigious newspaper has 
joined rravsov in taking an enlightened 
stand: 


One wonders why Postmasters 
General have wanted to act as cen- 
sors and why Congress has wanted 
to let them do so... . 

If the mail were being delivered 
twice a day and with reasonable 
promptness and the Post Office De- 
partment had, among its person- 
nel, a collection of sages standing, 
around with nothing much to do, it 
would be easier to understand this 
departmental urge to uplift the na- 
tional level of morality. But at least 
until the Post Office Department 
gets its own affairs in better order, 
it would be well, we th 
censorship be practiced by 
American homes on a de 


Н. C. Archer 
Falls Church, Virginia 


SEXUAL OVEREMPHASIS 

For some time, I've been troubled by 
the tendency to overstress 
the importance of sexual activity for hu- 
man happiness, Whereas, formerly, prud- 
cry led us to underplay the value of 
sex, now a person is led to feel that his 
or her life is a failure if he or she does 
not keep up an excessively high stand- 
ard of sexual performance from pube 
ty to the grave. A physician friend 
showed me, in а copy of the professional 
newspaper Medical Tribune, a letter 
written by Dr. Frederick Lemere, a Seat- 
tle psychiatrist. Dr. Lemere articulated 
my attitude more clearly than I've ever 
heen able to when he state 


Popular r ns of the obs 
tions of Kinsey and more recently 
of Masters and Johnson (Human 
Sexual Inadequacy) play up the 
idea that an active sex life is possi- 
ble into the 60s, 70s or even 80s. 
The fact that many people find 
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themselves “over the hill 
ty well finished with se 
if not desire, in their 50s or even 
their 40s is seldom mentioned. 
The waning of sexual drive that 
occurs m Шу with advancing 
years proceeds at a varying pace 
for each individual. Sexual “inade- 
quacy” is therefore a highly individ- 
ual and subjective evaluation. 
Promotion of the importance of 
an active and prolonged sex life 
is a disservice to those who are dis- 
nterested in or unable to 
this image. Many perfectly п 
people are made to feel “inadequ 
nd inferior. Their ego, especially 
the fragile male ego, suffers a severe 
blow, and the physician is called 
upon to restore sexual vigor. Unfor- 
tunately, the treatment of impoten- 
cy is seldom efleciive. This is not to 
belitule the efforts of Masters and 
Johnson to cope with this problem, 
but neither should false expecta 
tions be fostered. When it becomes 
apparent that treatment is not suc 


it to an event that need not be 
the “end of the world” but the be- 
ginning of а new and more appro- 
priate set of values. 

Fortunately for mi 
take sex or leave it alone and 
are often glad to do the latter. . , 
Women have a much greater capac 
ty to adjust to the sexual realities of 
life than do men, and a man should 
mot equae a woman's needs with 
his ow 


a society in which people 
Чу trying to measure their 
worth by applying to themsc 
ards of success promulgated by va 
authorities. Now, it appears, one's life 
mot worth living unless his sexual activ- 
ity continues at a level that is set 100 
high, 1 for many people. It is 
cruel to raise expectations that can't be 
fulfilled. 


George Brooks 
Chicago, Illinois 

I is cruel to allow people to suffer 
deprivation when deprivation could. be 
replaced with satisfaction. Masters and 
Johnson treat, and write about the treat- 
ment of, people whose ability to function 
sexually is severely curtailed or non- 
existent, His not their intention to lead 
normal people to think themselves in- 
adequate. Although Dr. Lemere, with a 
bow in their. direction, claims that “the 
treatment of impotency is seldom effec- 
tive,” the high percentage of cures 
Masters and Johnson have achieved sug- 
gests otherwise. Masters and Johnson 
found that aging men and women under- 
go changes in the physiological cycle of 
sexual response that may be misinter- 


preted as loss of the ability to function 
sexually and, if this misinterprelation 
does occur, it can cause such problems as 
secondary impotence. To suggest, os Dr. 
Lemere seems to, that people can’t main- 
tain active sex lives in their later years 
is to set people up psychologically to ex- 
pect their sex lives to halt, and this can 
be a self-fulfilling prediction 

Masters and Johnson point out that 
many people over 50 who no longer en- 
gage in sexual activity do have the physi- 
cal capacity for it but have lost confidence 
in theiy ability and have convinced their 
partners thai they aren't interested in sex. 
There may be people in their later years 
who simply do not want to engage in 
sexual intercourse. anymore, Presumably, 
these people will not ask for help. How- 
ever, if people are interested in sex, are 
physically healthy and have an equally in- 
terested partner, the psychological blocks 
to sexual functioning often can be re- 
moved. To state this is not to raise false 
hopes; to deny it is to spread false despair. 


WARNING TO FAT HUSBANDS 
I'm moved to write by The Playboy 
Forum's continuing discussion of cxtra- 
vital affairs, their causes and results, 
many men 

es have lost 
now, 
in some instances, that these wives have 
transferred their affections elsewhere. 
Such men are quick to criticize any 
deterioration in their wives’ personal 


appcarance, but they also neglect them- 
selves to an appalling degree, A man 


who is 50 pounds overweight and per- 
petually smokes cigars arouses no roman- 
tic feelings, yet there are men who think 
they can get into this condition and still 
have their wives eager to go to bed with 
them. 

If a man wants to drive his wife into 
nother man’s arms, let him keep that 
т going, eat as much as he wants and 
ngle ball game on TV. As 
a wife who's sought her pleasures away 
from home, I know whereof I spea 

(Name withheld by request) 
Boston, Massachusetts 


ci 
never miss a 


CONGENIAL CONTRACEPTION 

I'm interested in evaluating different 
nethods of contraception, not, however, 
on the basis of reliability but on the basis 
of fun. With most of the couples 1 
know, the wife takes the pill, and most 
say that this is best because it permits sex 
at ime without the need for specia 


sea, dizziness, swollen ankles and the like. 


lt seems to me that these biodiem- 
ical effects might make a person less 
interested in sex over the long run, and 
that a method that doesn't interfere 
h body chemistry such as the dia- 
phragm, might be better. Which con- 


waceptive technique is most conducive 
to the enjoyment of sex? 
Walter Jones 
Washington, D. C. 
Statistics show that when the contra- 
ceptive used is very reliable and does 
not interfere with sexual spontaneity 
(the pill and the intrauterine device fill 
the bill on both requirements), people 
are more likely to feel like having inter- 
course. With methods that are less relia- 
ble or have to be applied at the moment 
of intercourse, such as condoms, dia- 
phragms and spermicidal jellies, people 
feel less like indulging. Westof), Bum- 
pass and Ryder said in Medical Aspects 
of Human Sexuality that women on 
the pill report having intercourse an 
average of 9.2 times a month, compared 
with 6.6 times a month for women using 
all other methods combined, and 6.7 
times for women not practicing birth 
control (1965 National Fertility Study). 
The only groups that matched the in- 
dulgence frequency of pill users were 
women using 1.U.D.s and women try. 
ing to become pregnant. The authors 
add that the Princeton Fertility Study 
showed that during a period of five to si: 
years the frequency of intercourse for 
women not using the pill tended to drop 
off measurably, but pill users kept right 
on at the same rale. 


ABORTION IN THE SERVICE 
In the April Playboy Forum, a lener 
stued that Americans stationed overseas 
were having difficulty securing the abor- 
tions permitted under new U.S. Depart- 
ment of Defense policies. Americans in 
this country have had difficulties, 100. 
My husband is a student pilot at a 
val air station. After I had a positive 
egnancy test, we decided to seck 
abortion. The small base here has only 
a dinic; when necessary, dependents are 
referred to local hospitals at the № 
expense. Since aborti 
e, T asked the clinic doctor if he could 


refused 
lowed 


bortion, He inquired 
th the excuse thar 
treatment of no one but personnel and 
dependents stationed at that base. The 
good doctor tried hard to find a military 
ility willing to perform the operation, 
but without success. He could only refer 
me to a Ca ion that. sup- 
plied me with 
nd clinics їп New York 
ton. The Navy would not help pay for 
the abortion nor for the transportati 

As my husband and I prepared to sell be- 
longings to raise the necessary 5500 or so 
(probably one half of what the Navy 
would gladly pay if 1 continued the 
y and had the child), a second 
ndicated that I was not pregnant. 

Like many Department of Defense 
new abortion policy is 
ineffective. The N: 


Did Brylcreem invent 
new Soft Hair spray 
for your hair... 

_or her hands? 


New Soft Hair spray was 
created to control your hair and 
kept it looking great without 

aking it stif ffi e way other sprays 


| д. Soft Hair from Brylcreem is 
the first dry spray that actually 
leaves your hair soft...touchable. 


sue And that's the problem. Girls 


hair 
a dry can't help touching it. They seem 
natural to think we invented it primarily 
ISE for their hands, not your hair. Try 


without 
stitíness Soft Hair and prove they're 


Erulereem INIOUE 


Soft Or right. 
Hair Soft Hair: The spray 


2D youd expect from Brylcreem. 
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Worth 
up to 
$20.94 


Cartridge 
or 


ANY TTAPE s OHOWN HERE 


TO BUY ANYTHING EVER! 


Yes, take your pick of these great hits right now. Choose any 3 Stereo LPs (worth up to $20.94) or any 1 Stereo Tape (cartridge 
or cassette, worth up to $6.98) FREE... as your welcome gift from Record Club of America when you join at the low lifetime 
membership fee of $5.00. We make this amazing offer to introduce you to the only record and tape club offering guaranteed 
discounts of 334% to 79% on all labels—with no obligation or commitment to buy anything ever. As a member of this one-of-a- 
kind club you will be able to order any record or tape commercially available, on every label—including all musical preferenc 

jazz, rock, classical, country & western, opera, popular, soul, foreign, etc. No automatic shipments, no cards to return. We ship 
only what you order. Money back guarantee if not satisfied. 


See for yourself why over 13 million record and tape collectors paid $5 to join 
Record Club of America when other record or tape clubs would have accepted them free. 


TYPICAL“ EXTRA DISCOUNT” SALE 


$4.98 LPs average as low as $2.00 


35.96 LPs average as low as $2.27 
Savings of 62% or more from recent Club sales up to 
$3.71 per LP. Start these giant savings now . . . not 
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Creedence Clearwater Revival 
—Pendulum 
Ten Years After. Watt 
Anne Murray- Snowbird 
Tom Jones 1 Who Have Nothing 
The Andy Williams Show 
Judy Coflins—Whales & 
Nightingales 
Bob Dylan- New Morning 
Gordon Lightfoot. 
Sit Down Young Stranger 
Henry Mancini— 
Plays Theme From Love Story Victo 
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AT LAST A RECORD AND TAPE CLUB WITH NO ""OBLIGATIONS' 


Ordinary record and tape clubs make you choose. 


'—ONLY BENEFITS! 


LPs or tapes will be sent later. If you can't find 


YORK. PENNSYLVANIA 17405 


from a.few labels usually their own! They make 
you buy up to 12 records or tapes a year usually 
at list price- to fulfill your obligation. And if you 
forget to return their monthly card—they send 
yov an item you don't want and a bill for $4.98, 
$598, $6.98, or $7.98! In effect, you may be 
charged almost double for your records and tapes. 


BUT RECORD CLUB OF AMERICA 
ENOS ALL THAT! 

We're the largest all-tabel record and tape club 
in the world. Choose any LP or tape (cartridges 
and cassettes), including new releases. No 
exceptions! Take as many, or as few, or no 
selections at ail if you so decide. Discounts are 
GUARANTEED AS HIGH AS 79% OFF! You always 
save at least 331592. You get best sellers for as 
low as 99¢. 


NO AUTOMATIC SHIPMENTS 

With cur Club there are no cards which you must 
return to prevent shipment of unwanted LPs ог 
tapes (which you would have to return at your 
own expense if you have failed to send written 
notice not to ship). We send only what you order. 


HOW CAN WE BREAK ALL RECORD. 
AND TAPE CLUB RULES? 

We are the only major record and tape club NDT 
OWNED . .. NOT CONTROLLED . .. NOT SUBSIDIZED 
by апу record or tape manüfäcturer anywhere, 
Therelore, we are not obliged by company policy 
to push any one label. Nor are we prevented by 

ution commitments from offering the very 
st LP's and tapes, 


SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY MEMBERSHIP OFFER 

Join RECORD CLUB OF AMERICA now and take 
advantage of this special Introductory Member- 
ship Offer. Choose any 3 LPs or any 1 tape shown 
here (worth up to $20.94) and mail coupon with. 
check or money order for $5.00 membership ee 
ба small handling and mailing fee for your free. 


3 LPs or 1 tape here, you can defer your selec- 
tion and choose from expanded list later. This 
entities you to LIFETIME MEMBERSHIF—and you 
never pay another club fee. Your savings have 
already more than made up for the nominal 
membership fee. 


NOW YOU CAN CHARGE IT 

If you prefer, you may charge your membership 

to one of your credit cards, We honor four dif- 

ferent plans. Check your preference and fill-in 
your account number on the ccupon. 
„LOOK WHAT YOU GET 

© FREE Lifetime Membership Card — guarantees 
you brand new LPs and tapes at discounts up 
to 79%... Never less than Ya off. 

= FREE Giant Master LP and Tepe Catalog lists 
all readily available LPs and tapes (cartridges 
and cassettes) of all labels (including foreign) 
“all musical categori 

* FREE Disc and Tape Guide — The Club's own 
Magazine, ard special Club sale announcements 
which regularly bring you news of just-issued 
new releases and “extra discount” Specials. 

+ FREE ANY 3 Stereo LPs or any 1 Tape shown 
here (worth up to $20.94) with absolutely no 
‘obligation to buy anything ever! 

GUARANTEED INSTANT SERVICE 

АП LPs and tapes ordered by members are 

shipped seme day received (orders from the 

Master Catalog may take a few days longer). ALL 

RECORDS AND TAPES GUARANTEED—factory new 

and completely satisfactory or replacements will 

be made without question. 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 

Mf you aren't absolutely delighted with our dis- 
counts (up to 79%)—return items within 10 days 
and membership fee will be returned AT ONCE! 
Join over спе and one-half million budget-wise 
record and tape collectors now. 


Giant Master LP & Таре Catalog, and Disc Ё Tape 
Guide zt this Special Membership Offer. Also send 
me the 3 FREE LPs or 1 FREE tape which I have 
indicated below (with a bill for а small mailing and 
handling charge). | enclose my $5.00 lifetime mem- 
bership fee. This entitles me to buy any LPs or tapes 
at discounts up to 79%, plus a small mailing and 
handling charge. | am not obligated to buy any rec- 
ords or tapes—no yearly quota. If not completely 
delighted | may return items above within 10 days 


3 FREE LPs 


for immediate refund of membership fee. 
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or 1 FREE ТАРЕ 
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O Master Charge 


Expiration Date. 


Zip. 


BankAmericard 


RECORD CLUB OF AMERICA—The World's Lowest Priced Record and Tape С ы 


PLAYBOY 


52 


seems to have implemented it insuffi- 
cently. Please withhold my name and 
address if you choose to publish this letter. 
My husband has already felt the effects of 
the noise I've made about this mess. 
(Name and address 
withheld by request) 
President Nixon undid most of the 
good that might have been accomplished 
by this enlightencd Department of De- 
fense policy when he virtually rescinded 
й in April The U.S. military 
abortion policy requires that individual 
bases adhere to the law of the state in 
which they are located. In conjunction 
with the directive, the President pro- 
claimed his “personal belief in the sanc- 
шу of human life.” Nobody laughed. 


new 


ABORTION HUNTING 

Alter reading the recent letters in The 
Playboy Forum about abortion, I would 
like to share my experience with you. 1 
am 20 years old and a junior at a univer- 
sity in Texas. I had an affair and became 
pregnant and, abortion being illegal in 
the state of Texas, was forced to scek 
a doctor who would perform an illegal 
operation. The search proved fruitless, i 
that none would guarantee me that I 
would have no complications. One doctor 
id he would help me for 5500 in cash, 
but he would not gu infection 
"t sct in, and he insisted that 1 
е at least а week of bed rest 

The v 


would 


enthood in my city could assist. I c 
them. They helped me contact a problem- 
pregnancy referral service, which immedi- 
ately began to make all the necessary 
rrangements for a legal abortion in 
New York State. Everything was ex 
plained fully to me over the phone; all 1 
ad to do was make my own plane res- 
ervations. This was о Frid: nd, on 
Monday, I flew to New York. I wi 
at the airport by the agency there, taken 
to my motel, picked up Tuesday morni 
and taken to а clinic. When the si 
tenaminute operation and the reco 
period of an hour or so were over, th 
again picked me up and returned me to 
the airport, I was on a plane for home 
by six o'clock that evening. I experienced 
no pain, and the people I met at the 
dinic, both doctors and nurses, were wo 
derful to me. All this cost less than $450. 

1 only wish that more girls who find 
themselves in this situation could know 
that there is qualifi help to be 
found. 


hheld by request) 
Houston, Texas 


EQUAL PAY FOR EQUAL WORK 

Robert J. Johnson (The Playboy Fo- 
тит, March) complains that women are 
not willing to do equal work for equal 
pay, since they avoid such things as 
heavy lifting and hard industrial jobs. 


This distorts the goals of women’s libera- 
поп. They are not asking to be allowed 
to do jobs for which they are obviously 
physically unsuited; there's no denying 
that a woman's body is different from a 
man’s. Women are asking only that when 
abilities are equal, then job opportuni 
and pay be equal also. 

Johnson aho says “the most Ышан 
area of sexual disci ion i 
he divorce 


whole society” is 
the state of Washington, alimony is not 
awarded as a matter of course and child 
support is kept in proportion to the 
father’s income, A community property 
law provides for a half and half settle 
тем. This is a fair distribution, it 
seems to me, except for one thing: The 
woman is usually expected to devote 
many years of her life to caring for the 
children. How many men, though they 
love the children. would really want the 
ponsibility of feeding. clothing. edu- 
cating, entertaining and nursing a brood 
of children for 18 years? 

Kim Drury 

Bellingham, Washington 


EQUITY IN DIVORCE 

Гуе had the experience of sitting in 
court hearing а boy admit that at the age 
of 17 hed had intercourse with my wife 
in my home. He cold the court that my 
Jitle son was standing in the doorway 
him prepare to leave. I pro- 
duced in court a photograph of my 
leg, showing bruises that my м 
mitted inflicting on him 


tchia 


he 
ldn't go to sleep. The child suffered 


because 


жо! 


this punishm 
der the 
first he: 
al. As 
y from my boy during this period. 
The judge summarized the case by 
ming me the divorce and declaring 
an innocent man who loved 
and took good care of his family. He 
described my wife as one who cares only 
for the satisfaction of her own desires. 
He then awarded her half of our proper- 
ty and the custody of our children. 
(Name and address 
withheld by request) 


nt while theoretically un- 
Court's protection, between the 


ing for divorce and the final 
he father, T was ordered (o st 


LET ME BE 

T have dated girls and experimented 
with them sexually. but they disgust me 
almost to the point of nausea. 1 hate 
their complicated sex organs and such 
undean phenomena as menstruation. 1 
deplore the coy game of “chase me until 
I let you catch me” that they play social- 
ly. On the other hand, I find myself 
strongly attracted to boys. 

1 live with my mother and sister and 
people have told me that the reason I 
m homosexual is that I have no male 
inflaence in my life. However, I don't 
feel unmasculine: I deplore femi 
entirely. 1 don't believe in the ga 
tion movement and I don't have long 


hair or wear faggy clothing. I mind my 
own business, work hard and am acti 
in community-betterment organizations. 
age. I don't want 
ual. 1 like being a homo- 
nd will continue to be one. Many 
people reading this letter will probably 
say I have some kind of mental problem 
and should see a psychiatrist, But it hap- 
pens that 1 don't want treatment; 1 want 
to be left alone, 


(Name and address 
withheld by request) 


OUT OF THE CLOSETS 

The gay-liberation slogan, “Out of the 
closets, into the streets," hasn't brought 
an impressive number of gays into 
the open. One reason, of course, is that 
public avowal of our sexual orientation 
will cost a lor both in mone nd in 
emotional stress. Another reason is that 
we all know. through the grapevine. 
that many prominent gays, who have 
nothing to lose, are still kceping their 
own secret: why should we take risks 
that those in less jcopardy are afraid to 
ake In this connection, I was very 
impressed by an editorial in the homo- 
phile newspaper Advocate concerning 
novelist Merle Millers proclamation of 
his homosexuality in The New York 
Times Magazine last January: 


Everyone in the gay world knows 

that there are gays who are far more 
famous than Merle Miller and who 
could follow his example to much 
greater effect. Alas; most of them 
are so firmly entrenched in the clos- 
et that their money is not a 
to us even secretly, and they wou 
спо! 
nuendo. . . . 
We сап still hope, however, that, 
one at a time, one of those famous 
symphonic conductors or composers, 
or perhaps that son of a famous 
politician, those very great play- 
wrights, some of those movie stars, 
that « prominent 
lawyers, plus a scattering of judges 
and doctors, and a few of those 
bigwigs in the high world of finance 
would declare themselves, too. 


ngressm: 


Millions of gays (and quite a few 
heteroses live in literary or 
artistic circles) know exactly who Advo- 
cate has in mind. If these powerful and 
successful people are afraid to speak out, 
why should any of the rest of us do so’ 
On the other hand. if these prominent 
persons showed Merle Miller's cour: 

lions of us would be inspired to do 


als who 


hheld by request) 
Cincinnati, Ohio 
SUPPORT YOUR LOCAL ATHEIST 
Because we felt the need, we have 
established an American Atheist archives 


and library and are attempting to 
locate all books dealing with atheism, 
agnosticism, free thought, humanism and 


so forth 

We shall appreciate any contribution urself 
of such books, magazines, booklets, flyers 
or leaflets, which should be sent to yo 
American Atheist, Р. О. Box 2117, Aus- 
tin, Texas 787 

Madalyn Murray O'Hair 

Austin, Texas 


Militant atheist Madalyn Murray 
O'Hair won the U-S. Supreme Court 0 e 
decision to ban compulsory prayers in 
public schools but lost her later сазе їп e 
which she contended that Bible reading 
and prayer by astronauts in space is un 
constitutional. In 1970, she 


February 
founded Poor Richard's Universal Life 


e 
Church, thus receiving tax-exempt status, 
in an effort ta pressure courts to void © 


that privilege for regular churches. 


EIGHT-LETTER WORD Qaudio* is the unexpected new experience in listening 
What a delight it was to read Neare: pleasure. It's the living, breathing reality of four-channel 
Silent Majority, to Thee (pLaynoy, F sound. 


der 


as- 


ruary), by Saul Braun, and find a 
tating rebuttal to the sophis 
Gi л the pseudonym The Playboy TO тта! 
hilosophy. The author describes а young e 3 
girl demonstrating at Honor Ame Qaudio is our 4-channel high fidelity cartridge tape player 
Day in Washington, D. C., whose Viet music system. ч 
Cong flag was taken from her һу а police- Insert a cartridge and the shock of four distinct sounds from 
Out of all the sewage-sorked in- four surrounding speakers creates a completely new musical 
sults available to her, the worst thing experience. The ambience is so real, it's unreal 
she could say was “Fuck you.” And of all 
the de; names that history and 
modern on have made available 
to a depraved mind, "You bastard" was 
the worst thing she could him. 
Literary license being what it is, the 
editors of рілувоу could have changed 
her words to make them more revolt 
Hence, it seems evident that all 
charge of. produci 


If you remember how stereo put you in the music hall, now 
Qaudio puts you on the stage. It envelops you in the center 


os pawned 


your popular lust 
sheet must have displayed their uncon- 
scious gut recognition that nothing is 
more degrading to a person than the 
acts and attitudes expressed and implied 
in those four words. 

This fact shows that the highsound- 
ing rationale by which you support un- Qaudio is more than stereo could ever hope to be. The four- 
restricted license in sex is just a great channel cartridges deliver the sound with nearly the same 
big pile. The pile is made up of materi- kind of natural delineation you'd find at a live concert. 
als that stockmen call by an eight-letter But before you go out and junk your present library of regu- 


word beginning with the syllable "bull: I i 
5 ar 8-track cartridges, keep in mil i 
You know the second syllable. But to use docs esp райо stets S 


ШКЕ АЛЕ desti КУ eee will play them too. And they'll sound better than they do on 
your present set-up. 


still a much higher compliment than it 


Пас Qaudio is available right now at a store near you. Along 
And after all, you are the one who with a good, solid selection of tapes. 
said it. Qaudio prices for your home, automobile, or boat start at 
William B. Coble under $170; a rather small price to pay for progress. 
Midwestern Baptist There's a shocking little free booklet that tells the whole 
, Theological Seminary Qaudio story. Just drop us a line with your name and address 
3 Kansas Missouri Toyo Radio Company of America, Inc. ™ 
n ee IE 1842B W.169th St.,Gardena,Calif. 90247. EAT 
cing what it is, we could calera and service centers across the countr 
have changed your words to make your d i ue LOY, 


A tHOCHNG XPERIENCE 1 SOUND. 
reasoning seem clearer, but that would 


(continued on page 169) 
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PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: JOHN CASSAVETES 


a candid conversation with the consummate actor and fiercely 
independent writer-director of “shadows,” “faces” and “husbands” 


In a year when the success of “Love 
Story” has shown signs of persuading the 
ailing American film industry to grind 
out a plethora of mawkish romances, 
John Cassavetes has singlehandedly 
‘scored a major viclory for realism. In 
“Husbands,” which he wrote, directed 
and starred in, Cassavetes limned an 
evocative portrait of three suburban ex- 
ecutives confronted, upon the death of a 
close friend, by their own mortality. 
After the funeral, the three husbands, 
Cassavetes and co-stars Ben Gazzara and 
Peter Falk, get drunk and тип off for a 
richly scriocomic weekend of gambling 
and gamboling in London; in the end, 
each in his own way, they come soberly 
to grips with the fact of middle age. 
The innovative, improvisatory style of 
the film inspired some reviewers to call 
it a self-indulgent cinematic conceit and 
others—most prominently Time—to over- 
praise it as “one of the best movies any- 
one will ever see . . . certainly the best 
movie anyone will ever live through.” 
For Cassavetes, “Husbands” marked his 
first fully overground triumph in a stormy 
acting and directing career that has 
spanned nearly 20 years. 

Born to Greek immigrant. parents in 
New York City on December 9, 1929, 
Cassavetes grew up in more than a 
dozen Manhattan neighborhoods, “We 


didn’t have any money, but we never 
worried about it," he recently recalled. 
“We would move every 30 days—land- 
lords were so anxious for tenants that 
they'd offer a month rent-free for mov- 
ing in. When the month ran out, so did 
we.” By the time Cassavetes was a teen- 
ager, his father was doing well enough 
in the travel business to move Ihe family 
to Port Washington, New York. After a 
short-lived fling at college and a year of 
acting school, Cassavetes worked as a 
movie cxtra and then as a Broadway 
assistant stage manager before landing 
his first featured role in 1954—as a bull- 
fighter in Budd Schulberg's teleplay “Paso 
Doble.” His well-received performance 
quickly led lo steady TV employment; 
during the next two years, Cassavetes 
acted in more than $0 video dramas, usu- 
ally portraying a juvenile delinquent as 
introspective as James Dean and as mum- 
bly as Marlon Brando. As those two 
superstars began bringing their legions 
of followers into movie theaters, Holly- 
wood called on Cassavetes to re-create 
his TV hood roles, beginning with “The 
Nighi Holds Terror.” He never got the 
right parts to make him a star, however, 
and he never went out of his way to 
make—or keep—friends in the front 
office. 

Then, in 1954, he married Gena Row- 


lands, a beautiful and accomplished 
young actress who, much Lo his surprise, 
was able to stabilize her mercurial hus- 
band. “I used to walk around angry all 
the time,” Cassavetes remembers. “One 
night many years ago, we were backstage 
at a play and Gena said, You can’t go 
around looking mad and not saying hel- 
lo to people. There's Ben Gazzara—say 
hello to Ben’ She was talking to me as 
if Т were a child, but she was right. 
That's how I met Gazzara, Gena got me 
to be civilized.” 

Not quite. On sets of television plays 
and movies, Gassaveles argued consiant- 
ly with producers, directors and writers 
—and earned a well-deserved reputation 
for being difficult to work with. “Aside 
from cameramen,” he once said, “every- 
one else on a set is the actor's natural 
enemy, because they just don't give a 
damn about what they're doing. You've 
got to go to war with people like that.” 
Fed up with acting in other people's 
movies, Cassavetes embarked in 1957 on 
one of his own: “Shadows,” a black- 
and-while film he made on a shoestring 
budget by shooting in 16mm and blow- 
ing it up lo 35mm, which accounted for 
the film's grain Although it fared 
well in Europe, “Shadows” was a monu- 
mental bust in the U.S., despite favora- 
ble comments from such critics as The 


“Is bullshit when people say that ego 
is a bad trip. It's the only trip. You are 
who you are because of your ego, and 
without it nothing counts. My sense of 
self makes me competitive.” 


“I think sex is dirty, I like it dirty. And 
the thing that makes it dirty is to grab 
something clean and defile it. Yeah! Most 
movies can’t convey that illicit kind of 
thing, even though they try.” 


“Being short is a great character builder, 
even though it sure as hell doesn’t seem 
that way when you first start out. You 
have to compensate for it: You become 
funnier, more outgoing." 
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New York Times's Bosley Crowther, who 
called й “fitfully dynamic and endowed 
with a таш but vibrant strengih.” The 
major studios also liked what they saw 
and Casuwetes was summoned to Cali- 
fornia to direct “Too Late Blues" and 
“A Child Is Waiting”—both eminently 
forgettable. “You can do well in Holly- 
wood as long as you don’t kid yourself 
that they want creative ventures—and I 
hidded myself,” he said afterward. “You 
cannot work for a studio and make a 
personal film.” 

After these two abortive directorial 
efforts, Cassavetes acted in several undis- 
tinguished movies (such as “The Kill- 
ers”), bided his lime and saved his 
money. Then, he began shooting "Faces"; 
when the film was released almost four 
years later, it earned. critical praise—and 
more than $7,000,000. Cassavetes, how- 
ever, remained as abrasive as ever. When a 
magazine interviewer congratulated him 
on ihe complex optical effects achieved 
in both “Shadows” and “Faces” through 
the use of hand-held cameras, Cassavetes 
snapped, “You stupid bastard. | couldn't 
afford a tripod." If he has often been 
rude to directors, producers and report- 
ess, the actors he's directed swear by him 
Says Seymour Cassel, who co-starred in 
“Faces,” “John’s totally dedicated to his 
films, to giving 100 percent of himself. 
When people give him less, he gets an- 
noyed. Wouldn't you?” Peter Falk and 
Ben ara are no less lavish in their 
praise. “Few people have an instinctive 
understanding of what is fake and what 
is real and immediate,” says Falk. “John 
is one of them, maybe the only one.” 
Gazzara goes even further. “John creates 
an atmosphere in which the actor can do 
no wrong,” he says. " ‘Husbands was а 
labor of love, the greatest, most creative 
experience Pue ever had. 

Having written and two 
profitable pictures in a yow, Cassavetes 
now has the fmancial footing to launch 
several new film projects. This fall he'll 
direct Gazzara in “Two Days in Roches- 
ter”: he's searching for a story for his 
other “Husbands? co-star, Peter Falk; 
and as we went to press, he had just 
hegun shooting his newest movie, “Min- 
nie and Moscowilz;" starring his wije and 
Seymour Cassel. While it was in rchears- 
al, PLAYBOY assigned former Associate 
Editor Lawrence Linderman to inicr- 
view the fiercely independent film maker. 

Reports Linderman: “I mel Cassa- 
vetes in his office at L. А25 Universal City 
—he has three connecting rooms in an 
ald, converted motel. When I entered, 
he was on the telephone noting box- 
office receipts for “Husbands; talking to 
a production assistant about shooting lo- 
cations for ‘Minnie and Moscowil and 
also casting for ‘Two Days in Rochester.’ 
At least two inches shorter than the five 
fect, nine inches listed in his studio 
biography. he rose lo greet me—with 
enthusiasm. Thais how John Cassavetes 


directed 


does everything in life. He's an animat- 
ed man who delights in clowning and 
doing imitations of his friends; when 
Peter Falk dropped by the office late 
that afternoon, Cassavetes entertained a 
roomful of people—and Falk most of all 
—by imitating Peler's speech at a ban- 
quel they'd both attended. Although his 
thick black hair has begun to sprout 
slivers of silver, Cassavetes looks younger 
than his 41 years, probably because he 
keeps himself in shape by playing as 
much softball. basketball, tennis and 
touch football as he has time for. 

“As we got 10 know each other, it 
became apparent that Cassavetes prefers 
to go through life either up or down— 
nothing in between—and he probably 
loves being angry almost as much as he 
dotes on liis own goofiness. He also loves 
to argue. Since Td arrived at noon, he 
invited me to lunch at a bar nearby; 
and while we guzled beer and ate meat- 
ball sandwiches, Cassavetes debated poli- 
tics, mostly in an effort to force me to 
challenge him. He had several meetings 


planned for the afternoon and asked me 
10 stop by later on, just before that day's 
rehearsal for “Minnie and Mosrowit=,’ 

“When 1 returned several hours later, 
Cassete? wife had already shown up 
—ahead of time. Gena Rowlands is a 
lushly beautiful blonde in her mid-30s 
and is almost as shy as her husband 
ds extroverted; they complement each 
other perfectly. Cassavetes had spent 
some of the aflernoon rewriting a scene 
in which Minnie, a single gol who's 
anxious to settle down, досу lo dinner 
with a blind date. The table talk is 
uncomfortable апа sinks to new lows as 
the scene unfolds. Cassavetes wanted to 
see how il played and, since no one else 
was around, he suggested 1 read it with 
Gena. I declined as politely as 1 could, 
but the pair of them shamed me into it. 
Cassavetes, of course. 
in pulling me on the spol as he was in 
secing how the scene played. I don’t 
know whether he was being entertained 
by what he had written or by my delia 
ery of it, but he kept snickering through- 
out my reading. 

“Because the rehearsal lasted late into 
the evening, we weren't able to begin 
the interview until the next afternoon. 
Before we started, Cassavetes had been 
talking about direction, So, with the tape 
recorder switched on, 1 did my best 
10 get even for the lousy trick he'd 
pulled on me the night before 


was as interested 


PLAYBOY: Before you hecune a d 
didn't you once say. "On a film se 
only person less important than а direc- 
tor is a talent agent"? 
CASSAVETES: When I said that, I was a 
giggling young actor; but I don't really 
take it back: I loathe directors. 
PLAYBOY: Why? 

CASSAVETES: Mainly because they decide. 
‘They decide this must be this, that must 


be that, and they have set images of 
everything—and most. directors don't al 
low for anyone else's images. God know: 
there's no reason to be in the business 
except to express something, and direc- 
tors are the only people who disallow that 
PLAYBOY; As a director. do you allow fo 
other points of view? 

CASSAVETES: I think I do; at least I try 
to. I'm always aware that somebody else 
on the set may have some good ideas 
For instance, I sincerely think that Ben 
Gazzara knows а lot of things abo: 
acting and film making that I dont 
know. and I want them if he's got them. 
When we were working on Husbands, 1 
wanted to know what he was thinking. 
because I wanted him at his best. Maybe 
what he knew made the movie а little 
better, and the same was true of Peter 
Falk. You have to work that way if 
you're worth anything as а director. Go- 
dard and Bergman work that way, but 
they're the exception. 

PLAYBOY: Why? 

CASSAVETES: Most directors are full of 
d with 


nothing 
bitions and 
a studio and an audience. And 
if it's not an audience they're concerned 
with, it's some personal problem that 
rcally has nothing to do with their work. 
PLAYBOY: Which directors do you have in 
mind? 

CASSAVETES: Look. this isn't a cop-out— 
at least I don't think it is—but I tune 
out directors that. I hate until 1 forget 
their names. I remember all the di 
tors Гус ever liked working with as an 
actor—guys like Don Siegel and Robert 
Aldrich. The thing I feel directors have 
to realize today is that they must become 
like the Beatles: They must write their 
own material. It's really incredible that 
directors would allow someone else to 
write their scripts for them. 1 can under- 
stand that happening when a guy starts 
ош, I suppose. bur to m 
of directing other people's wor 
all wrong. 

PLAYBOY: Do you think screen adapti- 
tions of novels and plays are bad per se? 
Cassavetes: Yes. A director should create 
his own films. 
PLAYBOY: Would you 
invitation to direct, The Godfather? 
CASSAVETES: Absolutely. Why make The 
Godfather? 1Us an entertainment? Ter 
I consider myself am artist, and 
a bad onc 
is beside the point. I address myself. to 
the art of film, and maki best-selling 
book into a bestselling movie is in 
way art to me. Francis Ford Coppol 
a greut young guy and a terrific 
but it’s obviously going to cause him a 
lot of pain to direct The Godfather. 
PLAYBOY: Why should that necessarily һе 
the cise—and why is it obvious? 
CASSAVETES: [ have one answer to both 
questions: Bob Evans, Paramount's head 
of production When he got his job. 
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Vic Tennison, 
wy a contractor 


from Yucca 
p m Valley, 
a California 

owns this rs "Toyota Corona. 

Everyday it takes him some 
175 miles back and forth to 
work. Many times it takes him 
on business trips around the 
country. 5,000 miles at a clip 
is nothing. 

Yet Tennison's Corona has 


still managed to survive. 
“Oh, sure, I’ve put it in the 


shop a couple of times}! he says. 


"For instance, I needed new 
brake shoes at around 100,000 
miles. And 1 think we put in 
new rings at 139,000 and 
another rear end in at 175,000" 

Tennison does claim a secret 
youth formula. 

“You buy a good car. You 
take good care of it. It takes 
good care of you!’ 


Now, we don't promise you a 


car that'll live to be 200,000. ` 


We promise you a car thats | 


put together with care. A car 
that goes through hundreds of 
tests and inspections before we 
turn it loose. A car that's at 
least as good as the one we 
sold Mr. Tennison back 

in 1966. 

As Tennison puts it, "I've 
driven a lot of economy cars 
and there's nothing like.a 
Toyota” 

What do you expect him 
to say? 


Y bud think a car that went 234,000 miles in 42 years 
would be ready to call it quits. 
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going to give directors 
work with Paramount total creative 
control of their movies. That never really 
happened, of cou derstand 
why, you'd have to understand the pure 
bullshit involved in dealing with major 
studios. At any rate, about $150,000,000 
Evans became head of production 

amount had made some winners, some 
s, some pictures like Catch-22—God 
knows what that film was about; I still 
don't—and some pictures that were just 
lost in the shuflle, And then they make 
Love Story under tight studio control and 
it becomes a fantastic hit and Evans sud. 
denly says he's a creative film maker. Did 
Evans direct it, write it, act in it, film it? 
He contributed his wife as the star. And 
when it turned out to be a winner, he 
announced that he’s never going to give 
away creative control again. Give away? 
Who the hell gave him the right to give 
anything away? Evans is nothing! He's a 
hanger that was put in a closet and grew 
into a boy. The only thing he ever did 
to manufacture a line of clothes. How 
dare he compare himself with an 
PLAYBOY: You sound as if you've had 
unfortunate business de: h Evans. 
CASSAVETES: No. In fact, I haven't had 
any dealings with him. As a person, Bob 
Evans is probably a very nice guy—but 
an artist, you wouldn't even let him 
into the room. It's a wonderful thing for 
the film industry when it has а big 
picture, but the fact of the matter is 
that Love Story didn't have anything to 
do with Bobby Evans—any more than 
Paramount's failures had to do with 
him. Or with Charles Bluhdorn, head of 
Gulf & Western, which owns Paramount. 
Those people don't have anything to do 
with the making of a picture, They just 
say go ahead or don’t go ahead; you can 
have the money to make a film or you 
can't have the money. If they were to 
tell the truth, studio executives would 
say. “We panic when they spend too 
much and we feel elated when movie- 
makers finish a picture on time and 
don't spend a lot of our money on it. 
Then we sit down and look at the pic 
turc and we like it or we don't like 
it. But we really don't know if the 
public will like it or not and we get 
worried because there's a lot of money 
at stake.” That’s the truth about those 
people, 

PLAYBOY: By “those people” do you mean 
not merely Bob Evans and Paramount 
but all the major studios and their top 
executives? 

CASSAVETES: It's true about everybody 
who's not involved in making a movie 
but only in financing one. No head of 
any major studio today has ever made а 
film himself, has ever sweated through 
the ordeal a moviemaker has to go 
through to get a picture filmed. They've 
only dealt with money, and anyone who 
says otherwise is a goddamned liar. Robert 
Evans is the laughingstock of Hollywood, 


and I'm just using him as an example, be 
сше he said about the stupidest thing 
I've ever heard. 

PLAYBOY: Are you as outspoken in your 
dealings with studio executives as you're 
being with us? 

CASSAVETES: I don’t edit what I say for 
anybody, but not all studio executives 
are dumb. Studios should have no pre- 
tense about what they are: moviemakers, 
They should stick with what they know 
how to do; and some of them do. But by 
the same token, an artist shouldn't inter- 
fere with a studio on money matters. If 
he does, he's stupid; because if he gets 
concerned with money matters, it’s going 
to drain energy from his films, maybe 
even make him a little nuts, I'm probably 
a genius at business, but 1 have two pro- 
ducers to take care of that end of a біп 
for me, because if I get too involved in 
the finances, IM be distracted from my 
real work, which is moviemaking, not 
bookkeeping. In Husbands, if I had de- 
voted more time to the budget, it would 
have taken away from the time I spent 
off the set with Benny and Peter, which 
would have affected my directing, writing 
and acting. 

PLAYBOY: Why did you choose Falk and 
Сах th you in Husbands? 
CASSAVETES: No special rcason except that 
I thought they'd be right for it and that 
the three of us would work together well. 
PLAYBOY: Did you? 

CASSAVETES: We worked well together, 
And we became friends on a level that's 
alificd by duty or loyalty; those 
gs don't count. The only thing that 
counts is that you're all doing the same 
E. you're testing each other, testing 
yourself. In that situation, each actor is 
thinking, “How far up can I reach?" 
That's selfish—and honest. I don't think 
Peter and Benny were too concerned 
about how far I could go as a director; 
they were thinking about how far they 
could go as actors. And, in a realis 
sense, Benny couldn't go anyplace unless 
Peter was good and unless I was good. 
So we knew we had to work on that leyel, 
and in order to do that, we had to get 
tight with cach other. 

PLAYBOY: Did the three of you hit it off 
personally from the beginning? 
CASSAVETES: No, we were very wary of 
cach other. We were all terrified that 
the three of us would get into a boring 
conversation and cease to bc friends, 
which would make it impossible as ac- 
tors to assume the friendship we nceded 
as a background for our characters. One 
of the first nights we got together, we 
went to a bar and the table talk dipped, 
really got bad. Our characters’ names at 
that point were Benny, John and Peter 
because it's dificult for me to write for 
anonymous ideni k what 
was getting to be a desperate silence, 1 
said, “Look, since we have to come up 
with names sooner or later, why don’t 
ме cach think of some? Let's all choose 


the names for our characters—and what- 
ever names we want, we'll have in the 


movie.” We started to talk about them, 
and it reminded me of a bunch of 
pregnant women talking about their 
children. 

Anyway, the first thing Peter said 
was, “I like Archie.” And I answered, 


“C'mon, Peter, you can't be an Archie.” 
To which he replied, “Jesus Christ, 
John, first you tell us to choose our own 
names, then when we do it, you say we 
can't. This is freedom?” Benny, not lis- 
tening to Peter at all, said, “I'd like to 
be called Harold, after Harold's Show 
Spot,” a New York bar he used to fre- 
quent. Then he thought for a second 
and said, “Or we could call me Harry— 
Harold will know who 1 mean.” So he 
became Harry; Peter was Archie; and I 
always liked the name Gus, because it 
was Greek and a good name. By the end 
of the evening, we were really able to 
talk to cach other, and when the picture 
began shooting, we were buddics. You 
need friends to function better; but that 
was our problem with the picture. When 
Husbands was finished, we all had a ter- 
ribly empty feeling, The main reason we 
did so much press stuff together after- 
ward—talk shows and interviews—was 
that we didn't want to give it up. 
PLAYBOY: Is your relations| with Falk 
and Сашага similar to the relationship 
of the three characters in the mov 
CASSAVETES: We lapsed into that once in a 
while after the film, but more infrequent- 
ly as time went by. Certain parts of Peter 
and Benny are close to Archie and Harry, 
but it’s really impossible to say which 
parts those are. 

PLAYBOY: Were there any 
era when you or Gazzara ог 
being put down by the other two guys 
and reacted personally? 

CASSAVETES: Sure, it was all personal— 
which is the point actors try to get to, 
where they can genuinely react to what 
you're saying. In Husbands, Cazzara's 
character was continually frozen out by 
me and Falk—and Benny was really 
getting personally paranoid about it, In 
a three-person relationship, there's al- 
ways one guy on the outside, and during 
the picture, Benny was usually it. 
PLAYBOY: When the three of you get 
together today, is Gazzara still the odd 
man out? 

CASSAVETES: No, not at all. I would say 
that Benny's the motivating force in our 
friendship; he's probably the most artic- 
e of the three of us. Not that Peter 
isn’t articulate, but often he chooses not 
to be; he tends to be a little more 
contained. But when something displeases 
him, he'll come out of that container 
in a split second. 

PLAYBOY: Though you were more or less 
an equal acting partner with them, you 
had final authority over Falk and Gaz- 
zara as the director. Did you have any 
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difficulties playing that dual role? 
CASSAVETES: I don't ever have trouble 
with authority. I don't relate like chat to 
the position, mainly because Im not 
aware of the position, The tide of direc- 
tor or actor is only to establish conti 
ity in our business. Ben and Peter couldn't 
make me a director. Either Um a director 
or Fm not. Either they would have re- 
spect for me or they wouldn't, and that's 
not something you get on demand. So I 
didn’t worry about it. Instead, we ad- 
dressed ourselves to the problems at 
hand, and sometimes Benny solved 
them, sometimes Peter solved thes id 
nes I did. As a director, I don't 
any conditions except to enjoy 
myself while filming and to have the 
people I'm working with do the same. 
Buc I wouldn't want you to think the 
three of us made the movie without any 
disputes. We still have some violent dis- 
agreements about the film today; Benny 
ıd Peter disagree with me on a lot of 
things. 
PLAYBOY: Like what? 
CASSAVETES: | can't really tell you, be- 
ause if I understood them, I would 
found a way to resolve diem. Our 
iggest point of dispute had to do with 
the film's length: we were under a lot of 
pressure to make it shorter than 139 
minutes, which die studio felt would 
result in bigger audiences. They mi 
been right. E could see Benn 
anxiety about that, but 
feel my own stubbornness, and T still say 
that our bargain was with purity and not 
with success. 

Look, many people walked out on 
Husbands; Vm aware of that because 
Columbia would call me up to report 
that 52 people had stormed out of one 
theater in one day. Well, Husbands is 
an extremely entertaining film in spots, 

I think life is extremely enter- 


1 could 


just 
taining in spots. Like life, it's also v 
ud depressing in areas. The onc 
thing it's not is a shorthand film. I 
won't make shorthand films, because 1 
don't want to manipulate audiences into 
assuming quick, manufactured truths. ТЕ 
Thad my way, Husbands would be twice 
as long as it is and everyone could walk 
out if they wanted to. Maybe I'll get 
better, but 1 can't change a movie 
merely to pacify people. 

A lot of people got uptight about the 
scene in which Peter and I vomit in the 
men's room of a bar. The characters 
weren't vomiting just because they hap- 
pened to be drunk; they got drunk so 
they could vomit—vomit for their dead 
friend. Some people may find that dis- 
gusting, but that’s their problem. When 
somebody dies, I want to feel someth 
1 want to be so upset that I could cry, 
throw up, feel the loss deeply. If that 
offends some people, then let them be 
oltended. 
PLAYBOY: 


slow 


Had Gazzara and Falk ever 


approached moviemaking in that way 
before Husbands? 

CASSAVETES: Peter says no, that this was 
the first experience he’s had where work- 
ing was really fun, where he was really 
a character and much of the 
character's dialog. I think that in Ben- 
пуз first film— The Strange One, which. 
he also did on Br he probably 
worked in a freer way than usual. All of 
us were affected—most of it very posi 
tive—by making Husbands. Only time 
will tell if their good feelings about the 
film will hold, but at least it was an 
i € of us will never 


way 


get much closer to € k 
PLAYBOY: Was all the physical. touching 
among the three of you intentional? 
CASSAVETES: No, not at all Benny, for 
instance, is a thoroughly outgoing man, 
the kind of person who secs you, throws 
his aims around you, hugs and kisses 
you, and there's absolutely no feeling of 
selfconsciousness about it; it’s just his 
greeting, a very Mediterranean greeting, 
I guess. I always hugged my family and 
Kissed them and still do with my son, 
who's 11. Peter's just a little bit more 
reserved than Benny and me—and he's 
a very exuberant person. Our back- 
grounds r d- 
ship Ben and 
Peter's Jewish. I suppose we did touch a 
lot, but I'm not defensive about it. 
PLAYBOY: lt didn't ses 
film. s informed you 
and Falk that except for sex, he loves 
the two of you more than his wife, he 
delivers his selLkidding “fairy Harr 


in the 


was 


nk such a disclaimer 


Did you th 
necess: 


When Benny dropped that 
y Harry” line on us, we all thought 
it was funny, because he was saying t 
maybe he'd be better olf if he was queer, 
an absurd thought, something a million 
miles 
an improvised 1 n fact, the whole 
moment was improvised. 1 don't know if 
the cold т y would be all that hu. 
morous for the character, but the feeling 
was comical, 

PLAYBOY: Husbands—and Faces before 
ds with many sexual matters, yet 
was no nudity in either film. Why? 
CASSAVETES: Probably because I only like 
to scc beautiful people nude, and in Hirs- 
bands, neither myself, Falk or a 
is too much to look at naked. Peter and 
Benny might disagree. In Husbands, the 
gitl I rolled around in bed with was tall 
d slim and looked terrific in her clothes, 
but I don't think she would have looked 


vay from the characters. That was 


is being overdone 
PLAYBOY: Yet you've played nude scenes 
in other films, haven't you? 


CASSAVETES: Don’t remind me. I don't 
think there's anything morally wrong with 
seing a nude body on the screen, but it 
offends me to watch people kiss without 
genuine love or passion, 1 don't think I've 
ever seen a good picture helped or hurt 
by nudity, but I've seen lots of pictures 
where nudity was scli-conscious, where it 


ybe 1 just can't handle 
the idea of seeing something on screen 
that’s so personal “апа dirty. 
PLAYBOY: Dirty? 
CASSAVETES: I think se: 
dirty. And the thing th 
is to grab something clean and defile 
it! Yeah! Most movies can't convey 
illicit kind of thing. even though 
they try. I thought the nudity in Rose- 
marys Baby was called for. It didn't 
offend me as an actor. 
PLAYBOY: Why do you think nude scenes 
have become almost obligatory? 
CASSAVETES: The reason there's so much 
ity in movies today is that we're 
becoming a voyeuristic society, and pro- 
ducers are responding to that demand 
with a great big supply. Not only are we 
becoming more voycurbtic, but 1 also 
think we're starting to lose faith in the 
idea that one man and one woman can 
ch other in bed. Sex is 
something of a community ac 
morc and more people have to 
hop into the sack together in order for 
all of them to achieve sexual satisfac 
I wouldn't want to interfere with 
ght to conduct orgies, you un- 


is dirty. I like it 
t makes it dirty 


g finally robs sex of all its de 
and very private pleasures. When sex be- 
comes commonplace, when the girl you 
ing out half your suburban 
ипе is truc of you, 
€ the romantic and secret pl 
ures you need out of sex? I don't 
to be ordinary and rational and org; 
ne. But I don’t like sex in groups 
ice— fid 


us. 


but Hus- 
bands dealt with the problems of three 
men facing middie age and 
affected by the death of their friend. 
PLAYBOY: Is that what you were trying to 
say in the movic? 

CASSAVETES: I don't know if the movie 
tried to make a statement; it either said 
something or it didn't. I'm really unable 
to interpret it. Гуе talked to people 
who've liked Husbands and some who 
think it’s the saddest movie the: 
scen. I find that hard to ш 
the last scene in the шо 
a lot of people think that when 1 return 
home and my two kids come out to sce 
me—those were my own children, Nick 
and Xan—Em kind of resigned to my 
lousy life and my lousy marriage, But that 
wasn’t the case at all. The fact that Gus 
about to get some heat from his wife 
ecause he'd gone off for a weekend in 


ovit 
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London isn't unpleasant to me. It’s kind 
of flaucring, really, when a man goes 
home to his wife and gets some static that 
way. You don’t want too much of it, but 
you actually need a little bit—it’s an 
dication u e's something there, that 
we're living, that people care, that our 
silly endeavors have some meaning. 
Which is why E can't see that scene as 
sad. Anyway, Husbands is over and done 
with and I'm now in the middle of the 
next movie, Minnie and Moscowitz, 
PLAYBOY: What's it about? 
CASSAVETES: It's a film about why two 
people get married, starring Gena Row- 
lands and Seymour Cassel, who did such a 
great job in Faces. Also appearing in the 
film will be my entire family on both 
sides and Seymour's entire family, As the 
casting might 4 
nepotism. 
PLAYBOY: Why? 
CASSAVETES: Because 
out of my family and friends. Anyway, 1 
conceived of Minnie and Moscowitz in 
carly February and got the company, 
cast and script together within a couple 
of weeks. It didn't take long to write, 
because the id as been around in my 
head for a while: how and why people get 
married. lUs funny, Гуе always been 
ast the institution of marriage, even 
though Гус been at it—with Gena—for 
quite a while, And rewarded by it, But I 
don't really approve of a lot of marriages, 
because they seem to be false and lacking 
in эрий and individuality. I'm troubled 
by the idea that so many people get di- 
vorced and married again, and the idea 
that they have to say “I love you 
go all the adjustment 
gain. I think the best way to e 
man and а woman and their si y 
is through the institution of marriage. 
And both Min and Moscowitz 
very singular people. 
PLAYBOY: In what way? 
CASSAVETES: С plays Minnie, a girl 
whose love alfairs have all been with 
married men, and who's tried to fill her 
life up with work and hobbies. At the 
point you meet her in the movie, she's 
just decided to get married, so that she 
сап fulfill herself as a woman; before it's 
too late, she wants to have a home and 
children, build her Гшше and find a 
way to take care of her mother, Women 
ncy, when they get mar 
All right, I will now set my 


and 
stuff 


throu 


n order" which is what Gena's d 
acter does. Seymour plays Moscowitz, a 
funny longhaired drifter who meets 


at his place of business; he parks 
cam at a restaurant she wanders 
any guy. his instinct is to just go 
h the marriage th you love a 

n. you don't think marriage will 
change the relationship. The shock is 
that Depending on the girl, 
sometimes it’s for the better, sometimes 
it's for the worse. But it's always a 


nto. 


wor 


does. 


problem, because when a woman gets 
married, she insists оп a new maturity 
while still holding onto the fun; a man 
doesn’t usually know how to balance 
that combination very well, so either he 
tries to keep the fun or he gets terribly 
serious about being mature; he's usually 
unable to do both things. 

s directing your wile in a 
you did in Faces—put strains 


marriage? 
Cassaveres: No, we've never had апу 
problems that way. Gena is an actress 


and, therefore, is always looking to bet- 
ter her part or at least protect it; that’s 
the only problem actors and directors 
ever have. Actors—and Gena is no ex- 
some dumb 
director will come along with a theory, 
tear up the script in the process, 
ruin their part. As a director, I have to 
reassure Gena that I won't do that and 
ask her to have confidence in me not to 
do that. We really have no problems on 
that score, As a matter of fact, because 
of the very personal nature of the way 
І work, directing my wile is probabl: 
easier than directing a woman 1 don't 
know. 

PLAYBOY: You scem to be a happily mar- 
ried man, but two of the three pictures 
you've written and directed independ- 
ently—Faces and Husbands—depict mar- 
riage as an excruciating state of male 

Do you feel that way? 


arcerati 
Cassavetes: No, I don't feel like a pris- 
oner at all. I just couldn't compare 
bachelorhood with mariage. The only 
things I remember about bachelorhood 
are loneliness, sleeplessness 
ie—based on a 
mutual solitude—that I shared with a lot 
of other young guys at the time. But I 
couldn't go back to that now. I look at 
my three kids and they're terrific; they 
give me a lot of pleasure, а lot of pain 
md a lot of concern—but I love them 
all. I love them on their own terms, not 
just because they're kids or because 
they're my Kids; life is just better with 
them around. I enjoy Gena because she 
enjoys some of the same things I do, 


because she hates some of the things I 
like and because e some of the 
things she likes. We keep learning how 


to play together, so that I can step on 
her toes gently and she can step on 
mine gently make a lot of 
noise. Our nd it to the 
point where we've all become some sort 
of a team, a group of people who really 
enjoy cach other. 

I don't think of our house as a prison, 
either, and I enjoy going back to it. 
That's a result of a hard struggle by 
my wife to make my home life as good 
у outside life—and I have a ter 
© outside life. I enjoy my work, my 


as 


friends. putting things together, being 
clever, being stupid, creating things, not 


ni 


creating things, losing and w g- 
And then 1 go home, and what has my 


house got in i? It's got a way of life 
much more than it has people. I can feel 
the walls coming in on me when it's 
bad; but I can also feel a marvelous joy. 


a joy that means some kids tumbling 
down the stairs and almost breaking 


their necks, and me seeing wher 
kids are at and knowing that in order 
for them to really gain something from 
us, we have to give them something of 
ourselves. And I don't have to do it in a 
Tush, because it’s cool, it’s going to be 
there for a long time. Its the same thing 
with my wife. 

PLAYBOY: Tell us more about her. 
CASSAVETES: She hus a terrific sense of 
humor. And she's beautiful, а woman 


my 


Im always attracted to. But I 
don't think of her when I'm 
he 


about my children when I'm ам 
them, either. I think about th 
her when we're together. At the end of 
the day, though, when its time to go 
home. I want to go home. 1 know a lot 
of people who don't like their familie 
and who don't like going home. There 
аге а lot of reasons for it, and most of 
them are sexual—and lead to withdrawal. 
I know that the people I sec who don't 
get along at home don't get along in 
their lives. Oh, they can be socially 
acceptable and they сап be polite, but 
they don't like to go to work and they 
don't like 10 go home. I don't say L have 
a great life, but I just don't know any 
certainly not fe 
any pain from it. I'm feeling joy hom it, 
so І don't question it. 

PLAYBOY: Don't vou and Gena ever argue? 
CASSAVETES: Yeah, we fight. I believe that 
any two people who disagree should 
really go as far as they can, and I think 
do: screaming, yelling, petty acts of 
hostility and cruelty—but it’s all mean- 
ingless. It’s always meaningless if that 
essential love is there, Like a rubber 
band that you stretch out, no matter 
how far you pull tand even il it 
stings snapping back—it returns, the love 
reappe 
PLAYBOY: 
couple? 
CASSAVETES: No. I hate that. I only want 
to be with my wife when I want to be, 
and Т hope she only likes to be with 
when she wants to be. It would be 
disastrous to have to do a lot of things 
you don’t really want to do. I think we 
both ty to consider the other person's 
true feelings. For instance, Im not 
woverted, but when I go home, I like 
some private breathing time. It takes a 
с for a woman to get used to that, 
and not to feel something is wrong with 
her if her man wants five minutes alone 
just to go upstairs and wash and maybe 
smoke a cigarette. It’s а serene pleasure: 
Don't bring me a drink, don't bring me 
anything, I just want to be left alone, 
and then, when I come down, I feel 


better. JE it's bad, Г 


п, а 


Do you try to do things as а 


When the going gets hard | 
the whiskey should be soft. 
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great, refreshed. Just because you're mar- 
ried docsn't mean you have to cease being 
an individual and stop doing the things 
you like to do. 

PLAYBOY: Did Gena virtually give up 
her acting career to be your wile? 
CASSAVETES: 1 don't know—only she would 
know that, I'm sure that if we were 


split up for long periods of time, our 
age wouldn't be as good as it is. 


ma 
We both considered that and made a 
pact that we'd always avoid long separa- 
ns. When we first got married and 
were both acting, she would go with me 
if a job took me out of town. And if 
Gena got a job, I would go with her. 
We worked it out so that the jobs never 
took precedence over something more 
real—us. 

PLAYBOY: Have you and Gena always 
gotten along so wellz 

CASSAVETES: Hell, no! The first time 1 
saw her, I was with an actor, John Eri 
son, and I said, “That's the girl I'm 
going to marry" Well, it was a hard 
struggle to convince her. From my point 
of view, if I was going to give my 
precious self to a п, she was going 
to have to love me unconditionally. 1 
kept Gena under constant scrutiny, 1 
as enormously jealous, filled with sus- 
ions about other men and with the 
terror that those suspicions might be 
correct. She wouldn't put up with that. 
And finally I relaxed. 

PLAYBOY: Is it important for you to be 
dominant in you iage 

CASSAVETES: No. The i 
that 1 am not her 
and that we remai Is. It takes 
long time to come to those condu- 
sions, and that's the best way for us to 
work it. 

AYBOY: Have you made 
never seen? 

CASSAVETES: No, I've eventually seen 
them all, thanks to television. Some 
night Ill have nothing to do, the tube 
will be on about two in the morning 
ıd some cruddy film I did will start 
showing. Ah, what a wonderful. feeling 
was to see Crime in the Streets ag; 
recently. It was one of my first 

and I played a juvenile delinquent and 
my usual prop was a switchblade k 
І also watched Edge of the City on TV 
not long аро. In it, Sidney Poitier and 1 
played two longshoremen who kept get- 
ing pushed around by Jack Warden— 
who eventually killed Sidney in а cargo- 
hook duel, and who I somehow managed 
to beat up at the end of the movie. 
PLAYBOY: There's even more violence in 
films today than there was Шеп, Why? 
CASSAVETES: I don't know why it’s esca- 
Tated, but there's always been an appetite 
for ul sort of thing, and I think there 
always will be. We all sccretly cave it, 
for whatever reasons. And I'm no excep. 
tion. I'll never forget the violence of 
Public Enemy, with James Cagney. I 
loved it. I didn't care how many people 


лу films you've 


got killed. But Cagney played a man you 
didn't want to see die. Whether he was 
right or wrong, he was a guy who could 
stand up to life and to as many gangsters 
as would come up against him; he was the 
toughest guy I'd ever seen. I'm sure 
neys height didn't make any difference; 
you'd never believe he couldn't win any 
fight he got into. He was my childhood 
idol, the guy most responsible, 1 suppose, 
for getting me into films; I loved him. I 
love everything I've ever heard or seen 
about the man—especially his retirement. 
He stopped acting because he felt he just 
couldn't cut it anymore and he didn't 
want to louse up what people thought 
of him. He got old and content and he 
knew he no longer had the drive that had 
made him a great star. Cagney was an 
iginal. He set up a terrific force on 
screen; he always portrayed an average 
guy who could somehow knock down 
giants. He was almost like a savior to all 
the short guys in the world, of whom I 
am one. As a kid, I idolized him just be- 
cause he was short—and tough. 
PLAYBOY: Did your shortness cause you 
any grief while you were growing up? 
CASSAVETES: I guess it did. When I was 14 
years old, I think I was just about five 
feet tall, which meant that I had enor- 
mous problems getting dates with girls. 
So you have to compensate for it: You 
become funnier, more outgoing. Being 
short is а great character builder, even 
though it sure as hell doesn't seem that 


childhood. because I had—and still have 
—a very fe. My mother is a 
wann and wonderful woman and my 
ather is an extraordinary п 
PLAYBOY: In what way? 

CASSAVETES: That's 


PLAYBOY: Why not? 
CASSAVETES: You asked for it. My father 


came over to America with his 
when he was 11 years old, He w 
Piraeus, Greece, and heard about thi 

country when a missionary came through 
town one day, saying there was brother- 
hood in America, that if you wanted to 
and learn, the American people 
would open their arms and hearts to you. 


Soon afterward, my father, his younger 
brother and sister began their trek here, 
going first to. Bulgaria—where they de- 


posited my aunt with relatives—and then 
to Constantinople, where they worked 
until they saved up boat fare. When my 
dad and his brother arrived at Ellis 
land and were asked who they knew in 
America, my father, who'd heard of Provi- 
dence, Rhode Island, said he knew some- 
one there. He was asked for written proof 
of this and he said he didn't have а 
because thc man, a very wealthy man, 
had arrived in New York on the boat be 
fore theirs. And then my dad pulled out 
his big li want to work and I want 
10 learn." 


PLAYBOY: Did it produce results? 
CASSAVETES: Absolutel i 
officer gave my father and my uncle five 
dollars for bus fare to Providence, and 
when they arrived, they didn't know a 
soul, My dad began looking for Greeks 
all over town, searching for that familiar 
dark-olive skin tone, until he found fel- 
low immigrants who gave him work. 
Shortly after that, he got а job just out 
side Boston, working in an ice-cream 
parlor. And five years after he'd come 
here—at the age of 16—he'd really put it 
all together; He'd learned English to add. 
to the Greek and French he already knew, 
he'd gone through the Mount Hermon 
School, near Boston, in six months on 
a scholarship, and he'd won a partial 
scholarship to Harvard University, where 
he worked his way through school. And 
every time he'd run into money difficul- 
ties, he'd say to someone, "I want to work 
and I want to learn,” and somehow he'd 
get the money he needed to continue his 
studies. And he did work and learn. 
“The man is older now and he still works 
close to 18 hours a day. He won't stop: 
he’s in travel and immigration, and he 
has plans to make millions. He's probably 
responsible for bringing in most of the 
Greeks who now live m America. My 
mother calls him the champion of lost 
causes; he's one of those Greek-Americ 
patriots who tries to move mount 
Right now, he's fighting an archbishop 
because the archbishop wants 10 replace 
Greek with English as the language in 
church services. A few months ago, I was 
having dinner with my mother and I 
asked her where my dad was, He was out 
on the sweet picketing the archbishop. 
PLAYBOY: Do you feel a strong Greek 
identity? 
CASSAVETES: I think of it as a great club 
to belong to. I speak Greek a іше bit 
nd, like any member of an ethnic 
group. I derive a good deal of pride 
from belonging. But I don't really carry 
urther than that. 
PLAYBOY: How did you 
overthrow of the Gr 
the military juma? 
CASSAVETES: Bad. Most Greeks arc really 
insane about it, because their whole cul- 
tural background is freedom, and wh 
somebody destroys that freedom, they be 
come a litle hot on the subject. My 
father's more philosophical isti 
about it. When I asked him what he 
thought about the military coup, he told 
me that governments are only people and 
that, like people, they rise and fall. But 
the junta, he said. is never going to sta 
to death —only poor Greeks, who will go 
hungry in the name of freedom, will 
starve. OF course, he also said that poor 
Greeks weren't much better off under 
the more liberal regime, The country still 
feeds off tourism, though, and with tour- 
ism falling off because of the political 
situation, the poor won't survive as well 


feel about the 
k government by 
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New Memorex Cassette Tape А dO 
can shatter glass because il re- " 
cords and plays back with exact- 
ing precision. Memorex Cassette 
Tape records every note, every 
pitch, every harmonic, every nuance 
of music. then plays them back the 
same way they sounded live. 
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Quite a tape. 
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as they used to. Basically, my dad feels 
that violence is terrible and that politics 
is always temporary. But at the same time 
—and J share this with him—he would 
die for what he believes in. Onc day, in 
fact, he called me up and told me, “Listen, 
these young people of America are won- 
derful, and if you want to get involved 
with them and die for them, 1 just want 
you to know it's all right, I'll be proud 
of you. But don't tell your mother 1 said 
PLAYBOY: Would you рег 
radical politics to the point of endanger- 
ing your life? 
CASSAVETES: No, I wouldn't. I agree with 
a lot of what the kids are saying, but two 
things throw me off. It really disgusts me 
that most white militants hate middle 
class people—and are middle-class them- 
selves. That really makes me ill, because 
those kids ought to understand why thei 
parents are middle-class, know about 
their parents fears; but instead of car- 
ing, they'd rather hatc. These kids are so 
ashamed of their backgrounds that they 
go to all kinds of lengths to deny the 
fact that they're middle-class; what makes 
them not middle-class now—sandals and 
jeans? An even more disturbing point to 
me is that the kids’ revolution began 
with peace and love, full of laughter and 
real commitment to nonviolence. That's 
all over now. It seems they're only re- 
ponding to establishment violence—and 
maybe they're right—but by doing that, 
they make themselves no better than what 
they hate. And besides that, it won't 
work. There's no way the К n take 
on the military. 
PLAYBOY: Do you think a successful revo- 
lution is impossible, then? 
CASSAVETES: No, ideas don't die, only 
movements die. The ideas that came out 
of the youth revolution—fairness, love 
and a feeling for all of humanity rather 
than for the flag—are important ideas 


involved in 


money, M. 
longer than 
killed, but hi 
[ 
PLAYBOY: If you had a chance to talk to 
him, what would you say to a revolution- 
ary such as Jerry Rubin? 

CASSAVETES: I think Rubin's terrific. God 
knows, Jerry Rubin might have been 
President of the United States—and still 
might be someday. He knows that you 
can't listen to politicians too logically, 
because logic is ridiculous; logic has con- 
vinced everybody to do wrong things for 
centuries. But the truth is that people ай 
want peace—peace of mind. And they 
necd it as much as, if not more than, 
money. Ideals must be achieved by caring, 
not by force of апу kind. It's got to be 
done that way. The only response to vio- 
lent revolution is violent repression. It's 
an evolutionary process to get government 
changed; but it's worth the wait, because 


tin Luther King 
ny militant, 
ideas may live on for 


the quick way usually winds up costing a 
lot more than it gains. It takes courage 
to stick with ideals that change things 
slowly, but the whole idea of youth pol 
tics came out of love, and the kids 
shouldn't desert it now; using force would 
make а Не out of everything they say 
they stand for. With Nixon in the White 
House, they may lose for now; but they'll 
win in the end. 
PLAYBOY: What kind of influence do you 
think Nixon has had on the country? 
CASSAVETES: A miserable one. People 
who hate the militants and militancy 
but who don't have the balls 
up against radicals themsel 
man, who stys—through linguist 
terfuge—"I'm going to get rid of all 
these troublemakers.” He doesn't come 
right out and say it; he has his Vice- 
President do it behind a doak of 
cuphemisms. And that's the way most 
Amcricans like it. They don't want to 
call it by its right name, but they fear 
and hate the radical young and they'd 
like to see them dead. But I don't think 
Nixon will ever act on that impulse; it 
would alienate too many people he needs 
to vote for him in '72, 
PLAYBOY: We gather you won't be among 
those who do. 
CASSAVETES: He never should have been 
nt in the first place; but I wasn't 
ic about Humphrey, either, 
y killed the guy 7 wanted. I think 
Bobby Kennedy would have helped this 
country turn away from the things that 
have been ruining it since World War 
Two. 
PLAYBOY: What sorts of things? 
CASSAVETES: Before that war, America 
was a country of great innocence and 
ide сє then, it's been complete- 
ly undermined by its people’s hunger 
for profits. And that hunger is not limited 
to any ethnic group. I sce it in everyone 
lt English- and German-Ameri- 
cans, Irish Catholics and, yes, even 
Greeks. Everybody's been going for the 
money and saying the hell with society. 
I see people just throwing away their 
values, all the things that their ancestors 
and fathers always measured. They've 
put money up as the goal of life, but 
money is no measure of the value of a 
man—any man, I know a lot of mil- 
s who do nothing but sit alone 
ses and wish they could 
have a friend to drink with or a wom- 
n they could truly love, All they have 
is their money. But they're mot really 
greedy for money; they're interested in 
the zeros—in the game of making two 
dollars into $20 into 52,000,000 into 
$20,000,000; nothing is enough. 

The only people really interested in 
money are those who don't have any or 
who don't have enough. People plunge 
their careers and th es headlong 
into making money and when they get 
- they don't like it, they don't need 
and they don't know what to do with it. 


I think money is the last refuge of 
people who've been scared by life, whose 
only way to survive is to acquire as 
ch money and power as they 
to protect themselves. But from what? 
We've got to realize that money is use- 
less beyond whatever it takes to feed, 
clothe and house yourself. As a matter 
of fact, the more you have beyond that 
—whatever it takes to free you from 
those basic concerns—the more difficult 
it is to find out what really matters and 
to get it for yourself. That's one of the 
things T want to say in my films. I'm not 
going to be able to change humanity all 
by myself, but I'm going то do my part of 
the work, even though it may make no 
dent on anybody. It may not work, it may 
even be stupid, but 1 have to try. 
PLAYBOY: What are some of the other 
things you want to say in your films? 
CASSAVETES: Well, I can't influence any- 
one not to blow up the world and I 
can't teach anyone to stop killing other 
people; even if I could, I think we 
should all know that by now. But it's 
been eating at me that the same people 
who hate kids and blacks also hate Jews. 
Anyone who can't love will hate, It has 


no direction. It’s just there. But make 
that hater love—even for а moment. 
Th what I'm trying to do. That's 


what a lot of the young people are trying 
to do, But the odds are overwhelming. 
There's too much hate and killing. The 
tragedy I feel now is that our 18- and 
19-year-olds think about death. "That's 
an awful waste; it makes them old be- 
fore their time. What we have today is a 
generation. of young people who are 
already ancient—deadly serious and 
deadly dull. At 41, I've felt all the pain, 
smiled all my big smiles, proved. myself 
to myself; what I have or haven't got as 
a man isn’t going to change. But a 
young guy has a life to live, women to 
find, adventures to fly to. And if he 
doesn't do it, he's а fool, because by the 
time you're 30, it's marrying time, 
PLAYBOY: Who says so? 

CASSAVETES: I do. At that point, you're 
ready to meet a woman—a woman who 
wants the same things women have 
ways wanted: security and a place to p 
that baby. That's part of the mystery of 
iving. and when you get caught. remem- 
ber we're all little fish in the same sc: 
and we really want to get caught, even 
though our tails are going to stop flutter- 
ing and we're going to get caten up for 
good. But if we've spent our youth liv- 
ing life to the hilt, we won't mind it too 
much. In fact, we may even enjoy it. 
PLAYBOY: Does it disturb you to realize 
you're middle-aged? 

CASSAVETES: No, but at 20, you would 
never have caught me getting overly sa 
ous for too long, because into 
living and not into talking. Looking back 
now, I can see that my parents just 
opened themselves up to me and didn’t 


worry. Туе come to the conclusion that 
the only thing you can give your child is 
love—and if you do, there's no way to be 
wrong. You can be old-fashioned, new- 
fashioned, interfashioned or whatever, 
but if you really care, the kid will fecl it. 
I get mad when I hear guys knocking 
parents who love them. The insensitivity 
that a kid has toward his parents is a 
natural thing, but it should never take 
the form of hostility and it shouldn't 
last beyond adolescence. A young man 


shouldn't worry about being suckled, he 
should just go out and be a man, Go into 
a diner and sit down with a bunch of 
hard-hats, Sit there and drink coffee 
with them and feel your manhood with 
them. Go to all the places you're uncom- 
fortable in a 
someday you're going to have to prove 
yourself. Do it while you're young and 
you'll never regret it. Take the word of 
a college dropout. 

PLAYBOY: What school did you drop out 
of? 

CASSAVETES: Schools. 1 was a totally шь 
interested student in high school. I didn't 
want to go to college, because college in 
the Fifties was just a way of getting a di- 
ploma, that I. D. card which would permit 
you to get a job after graduation. But it 
was important to my family that 1 go to 
school, and when my brother got out of 
the Army, he enrolled at Mohawk College, 
a veterans school in Upstate New York 
I went along. I stayed there for a year and 
then Mohawk was closed down and 1 
went to Champlain, another New York 
But I got kicked 
out of there pretty quick, mainly because 
І didn't want to be there. Classes were 
held in huge assembly rooms scating 
more than 200 students; the te 
would shout into microphones and 1 


1 prove yourself, because 


State veterans’ сойчу 


hers 


wasn't getting anything out of it. 
PLAYBOY: Did you give it a fair chance? 
CASSAVETES: I didn't like the feel of school, 
so I split. I hitchhiked down to Florida 
for a few wecks and when I got back 
home, I bumped into some friends of 
mine—funny, funny guys, who said, “Hey, 
John, we just signed up at the American 
Academy to become actors, man, Come 
with us—the school is packed with 
girls!” So I went home to ask my 
family for some loot to go to the Amer- 
ican Academy. I told my father—who 
was very distppointed about my leaving 
college—"Dad, I want to be an actor." 
That was a lie, of course; I just wanted 
to be near all those girls. My mother 
id, “An actor?!” But my father said, 
“At last it's something, let him be 
something.” He finally gave me permis- 
sion to go, provided I paid my way 
through, so I did some parttime work 
for a few months and then I asked him 
for some money and he gave it to me. 
Up until then, all I'd ever done was 
play basketball and run out with girls 
Га never studied or applied myself. or 
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been anything but completely lazy—and 
I'd never felt guilty about it. I couldn't 
wait for the next day to come, so I could 
get involved with some new girl and 
promise to marry her and then stop 
seeing her, In those days, E promised to 
marry just about every girl I took out. 
I felt if that’s what they wanted to hı 
that’s what I'd tell them. Maybe it was 
dishonest, but the time, it didi 
so. And then I enrolled at the American 
Academy and I loved it. 

PLAYBOY: Why? 
CASSAVETES: Because it was women—all 
kinds of girls—and showing off. Га get 
ир on stage and shout; a couple of the 
teachers liked that, because it showed 
enthusiasm. For a long time, that’s all I 
thought acting was about—to show а lot 
of emotion. The louder I screamed, the 
beer I thought I was. 1 really didn't 
get involved with acting except through 
osmosis, absorbing the life we led, learn- 
ing from people I was lucky enough to 
meet. I attended the academy for a year 
and then spent two years making the 
rounds. I thought I was brilliant when I 
finally got my first acting job. I was an 
extra on a Lux Video Theater show. 
When it was over, I raced from the TV 
studio to where all my friends had met 
to watch the show and J said, “Did you 
see me?” They said they hadn't, even 
though they'd looked for me. I got ii 
dignant. "You morons.” I shouted, “I 
was the guy in the iron mask who ran 


on and said "Halt! I was magnificent! 
PLAYBOY. 


Did you begin getting work 
fter that? 

CASSAVETES: Yes, but not as an actor; I 
was hired by Gregory Ratoft—first as ап 
extra in a film, then as an 
manager on a pl 
didn't come until months later, when I 
got a part on Omnibus, It was а Budd 
Schulberg script about a bullfighter and 
very easy to read. 1 weighed about 128 
pounds in (hose ally looked а 
little like a bullfighter; 1 was ski 
dark. And Td been 
enough to pick up on a Mexic 
PLAYBOY: Were you good in the role? 
CASSAVETES: Very. The day after the 
show, as a matter of fact, 20th Century- 
Fox called my agent and asked, "Who 
was that Mexicin guy? Does he speak 
ny English? We may have a part for 
him.” And a few days later, I was on my 
way to Hollywood for a screen test. I 
was up for the lead in Michael Curtiz 


7 
The Egyptian, a picture budgeted at 


$5.000,000, which in those days we 
enormous. Marlon Brando had just 
walked out on the production and Cur- 


tiz had decided he wanted to go with an 
unknown. Edmund Purdom finally got 
it, but I had my shot. 

Any ter the Omnibus show, I 
went into a bar to bask in my great 
reviews and I bumped into a director 
named Carter Blake, who'd been one of 


my teachers at the. Ame 
Carter said, “You really did a 
And I said, "Why, thank you, Carter," 
really feeling acting like a contem- 
porary. And then he said, “You know, 
you're not going to do another job like 
that for a long, long time. You'll prob- 
ably never work that hard again." I 
thought, “Hey, this guy's a dope," but 
he turned out to be right. There's some 
thing about the motivation of fear that 
makes you work terribly hard. That's 
why I like to mix professionals with 
amateurs in my films: Amateurs work 
amazingly hard. What professionals can 
give amateurs in the way of help, ama- 
teurs can give professionals in the way 
of tion. So everything I use as а 
director, I learned along the way by 
making all the errors myself. 

PLAYBOY: What turned you on to direct- 
ing? 

CASSAVETES: As an actor, you don’t get 
the freedom to function the way you'd 
like to; I know I never got the lines I 
wanted under other ectors. 1 also 
se I wanted to 
iduality—to find out 
everyth’ pable of and to make 
the most of it, whether people like it 
or not. As a matter of fact, I even like it 
when they don't like my work. A lot of 
people absolutely hate my films, but 
that’s fine, because I make films that 
won't please everyone, that actually cause 
a lot of pain 10 many people. I feel Гуе 
succeeded if I make them feel something 
—anything. Maybe I’m decciving myself, 
but so what? 1 want to feel that I'm 
ning. I know that I don't function as 
a loser very well, and I didn't come into 
this world to be a loser. I want to win 
every game I can. I'm a complete egotist 
that way. 

PLAYBOY: Docs you 
with your judgment? 
CASSAVETES: My ego determines my judg- 
ment. I think its bullshit when people 
say that ego is a bad пір. It's the only 
trip. You are who you are because of your 
ego, and without it, nothing counts. My 
sense of self makes me competitive, пог 
with guys who are less talented than me 
but with people who are my equals or 
better. That's the kick for me. 

PLAYBOY: Couldn't you be fulfilled as an 
artist by being competitive with yourself? 
CASSAVETES: No, that's not good enough 
for me. I would feel a lot better if there 
were 90,000 artists in the movie 
business and I was one of them than if I 
was the only one. I once heard an 
friend of mine say. “God. I'm working 
with Spencer Tracy and Katharine Hep- 
burn and they're so grea frighten 
ing.” That turned my stomach: I would 
want to act with Tracy and Hepburn 
and tear them to pieces! And I hope 
they'd have wanted to tear me to pieces. 
I wouldn't want them to be bad, either 
I would want them to be terrific—but I 


spi 


ego ever interfere 


would want to be more terrific. There is 
n0 actor in the world, no person in the 
world, who doesn’t want to be the best 
at his profession, I think the basic thing 
wrong with a lot of current social philos- 
ophy is that this simple fact is denied. 
The reward itself isn't important, but 
knowing you're the best is. 

PLAYBOY: Arc you, perhaps, more inter- 
ested number one than in the 
art of film making? 

CASSAVETES: Even though I want to be 
the best, I don't think the only reason I 
make films is to be the best at it. In 
being creative, you just have to find out 
t you're trying to say and then say 
it. That's what I do my films and 
that's why I make films. After being an 
actor for a few years, you really don't 
care about money, fame or glory any- 
more; those things are good, but you 
need something more. That something- 
more happened to me, like all good things 
in life seem to, through a lot of crazy 
and sheer luck. I'm a 
n spontaneity, because I 
ng is the most destructive 


PLAYBOY: Wh: 
CASSAVETES: Because it kills the human 
spirit. So does too much discipline, be- 
cause then you can't get caught up 
the moment, and if you can't get caught 
up in the moment, life has no magic. 
Without the magic, we might as well all 
give up and admit we're going to be 
dead in a few years. Maybe we won't be 
able to breathe the aruddy air or we'll 
die in a car accident or some nut will 
shoot us or some asshole will drop the 
bomb. I think we need magic our 
lives to take us away from those rcalities. 
That's what Shadows, my first picture as 
a director, did for me. 

PLAYBOY: What were the “crazy circum- 
stances” you mentioned? 

CASSAVETES: I was ng at a bus stop 
in New York when I saw an old friend 
of mine named Burt Lane. A few years 
before, we had spent about 30 weekends 
writing a script based on a book about 
Belmonte, the bullfighter. The charac- 
ters had come alive for u: 
finished it, Bui 
опе scene, 
fistfights, you name it—could get us to 
resolve the situation. So, to show our 
manhood, we threw the script 


had the confidence and 
Anyway, the next t 


he told me he was about to take a job 
at an advertising agency and I was 
stunned. “You can't do that, Burt," I 


told him. “I won't let a fiend of mine 
do that. Why don't you teach? You 
know more about acting and writing 
than anybody in the world.” So I got 
about 19 young actors to form a class 
and everybody paid two dollars a head, 
icluding me. We formed a workshop, I 
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started teaching one of the classes and I 
liked it. 

Shadows began as an improvisation 
the class was working on. I dreamed up 
some characters that were close to the 
people in the class, and then I kept 
changing the situations and ages of the 
characters until we all began to function 
as those characters at any given moment. 
During опе class, 1 was so impressed by 
a particular improvisation that I said, 
“Hey, that would make a terrific mor 
It was about a black girl who pa 
white; she loses her 
when he mec! 
night I was ро п Shepherd's 
Night People because he 
had plugged Edge of the City, which 
d just been released, and I wanted to 
him for it. I told. [ean about thc 
piece we had done in class and how. 
could be a good film and he asked if I 
thought Га be able to raise the money 


for it. “If people really w see a 
movie about people.” 1 “they 
should just contribute money.” And the 


next day, $2000 in dollar bills came in 
to Shepherd. 
One soldier showed up with five dol- 


Jars after hitchhiking 300 miles to give 
to us. And some really weird girl came 
in off the street; she had а mustache and 
hair on her legs and the hair on her head 
was matted with dirt and she wore a 
filthy polka-dot dress; she was really bad. 
After walking into the workshop, this 
girl got down on her knees, grabbed my 
pants and said, “You are the Messiah.” 
I had to look that one up. Anyway, she 
became our sound editor and soon 
straightened out her life. In fact, а lot of 
the people who worked on the film 
were people who were screwed up—and 
ightened out working with the 
rest of us. From that point on, it didn't 
matter to me whether or not Shadows 
would be any good; it just became a way 
of life where you got close to people and 
where you could hear ideas that weren't 
full of shit. 

PLAYBOY: How long did it take to com- 
plete the film? 

CASSAVETES: When 1 started, I thought it 
would only take me a few months: it 
took three years. I made every mistake 
known to man; I can't even remember 
all the mistakes I made. I was so 
dumb! Having acted in movies, 1 kinda. 


knew how they were made, so after 
do Га shout out 
somet t take three!" Id 


neglected to hire a script girl, however, 
so no one wrote down which take I 
wanted—with the ing result that 
all the film was printed, It was really the 
height of ignorance in film making. But 
we just loved what we were doing; we 
thought we were the cats nuts. I think 
Shadows was the first truly independent 
film ever made in New York, and by 


that I mean we made it without having 
to be beholden to any investors. 
PLAYBOY: How was Shadows received? 

n we finished it, we had 
two midnight screenings at the Pa 
Theater in New York and they were 
both absolutely astrous. There was 
Му one person in the theater who 
d the picture and it wasn't me—it 
was my father, who thought it was 
“pure.” Not necessarily good, but pure. 
All our really close friends had shown 
up, people who had helped us, who had 
contributed to the film in dozens of 
ways and who really wanted Shadows to 
be good. But no one tried 10 phony up 
their reaction to it; one friend of mine 
pated me on the shoulder and said, 
“That's OK, John, you're still a good 
actor." I could see the flaws in Shadows 
It was a totally intellectual film 
nd therefore less than human. I had 
fallen in Jove with the camera, with 
technique, with beautiful shots, with ex- 
perimentation for its own sake. 

After watching the screenings, T saw all 
that and I wanted to fix it up. E thought 
if I could shoot for ten more days, Га 
be able to n it into what I'd origi- 
nally visualized. So 1 went out to raise 
$15,000 and three sources quickly prom- 
ised 55000 apiece. I got the cast together 
and started shooting. and then two of 
the investors decided they had better 
gs to do with their dough. But by 
mind their pulling 
ly proud of the film. 

1 Ше new version meet with 


PLAYBOY: П 
success? 
Cassavetes: Nope, just a lot of indif- 


ference. And since the investors had 
pulled out, I was lc for the 
film's debts. I had all finds of bill 


collectors after me. Gena was pregnant 
at the time, and I was so busy with the 
movie that not until the day I finished 
reshooting I become aware that 
within a week she was going to give 
birth to our first child. A couple of days 
before our son Nick was born, I got a 
telephone call from Universal. This guy 
told me he had a TV series for me 
called Johnny Staccato, all about this 
nightclub who caught 
and hung ир. 


nd she said, 
ht, John, you can't 
I looked at her 


ad called the guy t back. "I'm 
, I didn't know who you were,” I 
“I thought it was a puton or 
ing. Tell me more about this 
piano player." I signed to do the series, 
І paid off the bill collectors and I was 
able to cut and complete Shadows. 
PLAYBOY. Did you enjoy being Johnny 
Staccato? 

CASSAVETES: No. I didn't. There were a 
Jot of other things 1 wanted to do 
ad. But it wasn't a total роге, I direct- 
ed five of the shows and tried to do each 
one differently, hoping to develop some 


kind of style and technique. It was 2 
pretty successful series, but after 1 
finished paying off my bills, I used every 
possible method to get out of the show. 
I even went to the sponsors and told 
them their commercials were in bad taste. 
One of the sponsors was a deodorant 
company, and one of the commercia 
showed their product beneath a Greek 
statue while an announcer talked about 
“the mature male.” I told them it was 
ve to me as a Greck to put armpit 
soup under a masterpiece of Greek art. 
PLAYBOY: Did they let you out of your 
contract? 
CASSAVETES: No, it wasn't until 
criticizing them publicly that they let 
me leave; I can be a despicable person. I 
then called my agent and said, “Look, 1 
k I'm dead in this town for a while. 
п you get me a job in Europe?" I was 
given a part in Middle of Nowhere, « 
movie being made in Ireland. С 
was going to join me later, so I ask 
Seymour Cassel, who'd been associate pro- 
ducer on Shadows, to go with me. 
mour did, and even got himself a role 
the film. We had a ball land and, 
after the movie was finished, we went to 
London for a few days. While we were 
there, one of the directors of. England's 
National Film Theater told mc he'd 
heard of Shadows and he wanted to 
screen it, We made a date and 1 prompt- 
ly forgot about it and returned to New 
York. A few weeks later, I got a frantic 


I started 


call, collect, from Seymour, who had 
decided to stay on in London. "Where's 
the film?” he screamed. "My God, 


they're holding this thing the day after 
tomorrow, it's a big event, everybody's 
gonna be in He was i 
about The Beat, Square 
kind of undergrou 
tition. I sent the film over. 
PLAYBOY: Did it win any awards? 
CASSAVETES: All I heard was that the film 
arrived on time, Months went by, and E 
was about to buy a house in California, 
settle down and work as an actor again; 
I had long since forgotten about bei 
director. Then the phone rings and it's 
Seymour calling collect aga 
Јо! 
cess at the festival and the cr 
going crazy over it. You've got to come 
over here and we've got to sell the mov 
to a distributor—it's either now or пем 
I couldn't figure out why people were still 
going crazy over the picune, since it 
wasn't being shown anywhere, but I didn't 
question it; I arrived in London at six 
the next morning and called Seymour 
from the airport. He didn't want to see 
me just then—he was in bed with а girl. 
Seeing that I had come millions of miles 
at his request, I called him a son of a 
bitch and told him I was on my way over. 
When I arrived, he was saying good 
bye to his girl in the street, and when 
we went upstairs, I asked to sec the 
(continued on page 210) 
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fiction By SEAN O'FAOLAIN 


at long last, he had found 

peace and friends, but now 

that wretched woman threatened 
to shatter all of their lives 


MURDER 
AT 
COBBLER’S 
HULK 


IT TAKES ABOUT an hour of driving south- 
ward out of Dublin to arrive at the 
small seaside village of Greystones. (For 
two months in the summer, it calls itself 
a resort) Every day, four commuter 
trains from the city stop here and tum 
back, as if dismayed by the sight of the 
desolate beach of shingle that stretches 
nd it for 12 unbroken miles. A 
single line, rarely used, continues the 
railway beside this beach, so close to the 
sea that in bad winters the waves pound 
in across the wack, sometimes blocking it 
for days on end with heaps of gravel, u 
rooted sleepers, warped rails. When this 
happens, the repair gangs have a dreary 
time of it, No shelter from the wi 
and spray, Nothing to be seen inland but 
veedy fields, an occasional farmhouse or 
abandoned manor, a few leafless trees de- 
in the arid soil or fallen sideways. 
And, always, endless fleets of clouds sail- 
ing away toward the zincblue horizon. 
Once there were three more tiny rail- 
way stations along these 12 miles of 
beach, each approached by a long Jane 
leading from the inland carriage road to 
the sea. The best preserved of what 
remains of them called Cobbler's 
Hulk. From a distance, one might still 
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mistake it for a real station. Close up, 
one finds only a boarded waiting room 
whose tin roof lifts and squeaks in 
the wind, a lofty signal cabin with every 
window broken and a still loftier tele- 
phone pole whose ten crossbars must 
once have carried at least 20 lines and 
now bear only one humming wire. 
There is a rotting, backless bench. You 
could scythe the grass on the platform. 
“The liveliest thing here is an advertise- 
ment on enameled sheet metal, high up 
оп the brick wall of the signal cabin. It 
shows the single white word STEPHEN'S 
splashed across a crazy blob of black ink. 
Look where one will, there is not a 
farmhouse nor cottage within si 
It was down here that 1 first met Mr. 
Bodkin one Sunday afternoon last July. 
He was sitting straight up on the bench, 
bowler-hatted, clad, spite of the 
warmth of the day, in a well-brushed 
blue chesterfield with concealed buttons 
and a neatly tailored velvet half collar 
that was the height of fashion in the 
‘Twenties. His gray spats were as tight as 
gloves across his insteps. He was a small- 
ish man. His stiff shirt collar was 
high as the Duke of Wellington's, hi 
bow tie was polka-dotted, his white 
mustaches were brushed up like a Jun- 
ker's. He could have been 73. His cheeks 
were as pink as a babys bottom. His 
palms lay crossed on the handle of a 
rolled umbrella, he had a neatly folded 
newspaper under his arm, his patent- 
leather shoe tips gleamed like his pince- 
nez. Normally, I would have given him 
а polite "Good day to you" and passed 
on, wondering. Coming on him suddenly 
around the corner of the waiting room, 
head lowered toward his left shoulder. 
as if he were listening for an approach- 
ing train, I was so taken by surprise that 
1 said, "Are you waiting for a trai 
"Good gracious!" he said, in equal 
surprise, “A train has not stopped here 
since the Bronze Age. Didn't you know?" 
I gazed at his shining toes, remember- 
ing that when 1 had halted my Morris 
Minor beside the level-crossing gates at 
the end of the lane, there had been no 
other car parked there. Had he walked 
here? T] brambled lane was a mile 
long. He peeked at the billycan in my 
nd, guessed that I was proposing to 
brew myself a cup of tea after my soli- 
tary swim, chirruped in imitation of a 
rot, “Any ” rose and, in the 
comicbaso voice of a weary museum 
guide, said, “This way, please." I let him 
lead me along the platform, past the old 
brass faucet that I had used on my few 
та 
а black-tarred railway carriage hidden 
below the marshy side of the track. He 
pointed the ferrule of hi: 
My chalet,” he said smugly. “My 
wagon-lit.” 
We descended from the platform by 
three wooden steps, rounded a micro- 


previous visits to Cobbler's Hulk, tow: 


umbrella, 


scopic gravel path, and he unlocked the 
door of his carriage. It was still faintly 
marked First CLass, but it also bore a 
crusted brass plate whose shining rilievo 
announced THE VILLA Rose. He bowed 
me inward, invited me to take a pew 
(his word for an upholstered carriage 
seat), filled my billycan from a white 
enameled bucket ("Pure spring wa- 
and, to expedite matters further, 
sted on boiling it for me on his 
Primus stove. As we waited, he sat oppo- 
site me. We both looked out the window 
at the marshes. I heard a Guard's whistle 
and felt our carriage jolt away to no- 
where. We introduced ourselves. 

"I trust you find my beach a pleasant 
spot for a picnic?" he said, as if he 
owned the entire Irish Sea. 

1 told him that I come here about 


six times over the past 30 years. 
“I came here three years ago. When I 


red." 

I asked about his three winters. His 
fingers dismissed them. "Our glorious 
summers amply recompense.” At which 
exact moment I heard sea birds dancing 
on the roof and Mr. Bodkin became 
distressed. His summer and his beach 
were misbehaving. He declared that the 
shower would soon pass. I must have my 
cup of afternoon tea with h ght 
there. “In first-class comfort.” I de- 
murred; he insisted. I protested grateful- 
ly; he persisted tetchily. I let him have 
his way, and that was how I formed Mr. 
Bodkin's acquaintance. 

It never became any more. I saw him 
only once again, for five minutes, si 
weeks later. But, helped by a hint or 
two from elsewhere—the man who kept 
the roadside shop at the end of the lane, 
a gossipy barmaid in the nearest hamlet 
was enough to let me infer, guess at, 
induce his Ше. lis jon was that 
he had never had any. By compatisor 
his beach and its slight sand dunes be- 
side the railway track were crowded with 
cident, as he presently demonstrated by 
producing the big album of pressed 
flowers that he had been collecting over 
the past three years. His little ear finger 
red them gently on their white pages: 
milfoil, yarrow, thrift, sea daisies, clover, 
shepherd’sneedle, shepherd's-purse, yel- 
low bedstraw, stone bedstraw, great bed- 
suaw, Our-Lady'sbedstraw, minute sand 
roses, different types of lousewort, In the 
pauses between their naming, the leaves 
were turned as quiedy as the wavelets on. 
the beach 

One December day in 1912, wh 1 
15, Mr. Bodkin told me, he bad 
ed his lifelong profession by be- 
g the messenger boy 
Travel Agency, located at 15 Grafton 
Street, Dublin. He went into Dublin 
every morning on the Howth tam, hale 
ing it outside the small pink house called 
The Villa Rose, where he lived with his 


yncll's 


mother, his father, his two young sisters 
and his two aunts... . 

The Villa Rose! He made a depreca- 
tory gesture—it had been his mother's 
idea. The plays and novels of Mr. A. E. 
Mason were popular around 1910. He 
wrinkled his rosy nose. It was not even 
what you could call a real house. Just 
two fishermen’s cottages joined front to 
back, with a dip, or valley, between th 
adjoining roofs. But what a situation! 
On fine days, he could see, across the 
high tide of the bay, gulls blowing 
about like paper, clouds reflected in the 
still water, an occasional funnel moving 
slowly in or out of the city behind the 
long line of the North Wall; and away 
beyond it, all the silent drums of the 
Wicklow Mountains. Except on damp 
days, of course. The windows of The Villa 
Rose were always seadimmed on damp 
days. His mother suffered from chronic 
arthi His father's chest was al- 
ways wheezing. His sisters’ noses were 
always running. His aunts spent half 
their days їп bed. 

“I have never in my life had a day's 
illness! Apart from chilblains. I expect 

to be ninety.” 

The great thing, it appeared, about 
Tyrrell’s Travel Agency was that you 
always knew where you were. The Tyr- 
rell system was of the simplest: Every- 
body was addressed according to his 
rank. (Mr. Bodkin did not seem to 
realize that this system was, in his boy- 
hood as in mine, universal in every 
comer of the British Empire.) Whenever 


old Mr. Bob wanted him, he shouted 


“Tommy!” at the top of his voice. 
After shouting at him like that for 
about five years, Mr. Bob suddenly put 
him behind the counter, addressed him 
politely as “Bodkin” and shouted at him 
no longer. Fi ised and, ag. 
without any es, Mr. 

presented him with a desk of his ow 
a corner of the office and addressed him 


as “Mr. Bodkin.” At which everybody in 
the place smiled, nodded or winked his 
congratu . He had arrived at the 


top of his genealogical tree. He might 
fall from it. He would never float be- 
yond it Very satisfactory. One has to 
have one's station in lile. Ye: 
The summer shower stopped, but not 
Mr, Bodkin, (In the past three years, 1 
wondered if he had had a single visitor 
to talk to) There were, I must under- 
stand, certain seeming contradictions in 
the system. An eager ear and a bit of 
experience soon solved them all. For 
example, there was the case of old 
псу, the ex-Enniskillener Dragoon 
who opened the office in the morning and 
polished the Egyptian floor tiles. Any- 
body who wanted him always shouted, 
“Jimmy!” Clear as daylight. But when- 
ever old Lady Kilfeather came sweeping 
into the agency from her gray Jaguar, 
(continued on page 189) 


“I don't doubt that these are magic beans, sir, but 
Pd much rather have two bucks!” 
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HIGH 
SPIRITS 


Bitter Lemon Bracer 


2 ozs. vodka 
2 ozs. fresh orange juice 
% oz. fresh lemon juice 
Iced bitter lemon 
1-in. piece orange peel 
1-in. piece lemon peel 
1 slice orange 

Fill 14:02. tall glass with ice cubes. Add 
vodka, orange juice and lemon juice. Fill with 
bitter lemon and stir. Twist orange and lemon 
peels over drink and drop into glass. For a drier 
bracer. use tonic water instead of bitter lemon. 
Cut orange slice and fasten onto rim of glass. 


Oahu Gin Sling 
2 ozs. gin 
% oz. creme de cassis 
2 oz. benedictine 
1 oz. fresh lime juice 
1 teaspoon sugar 
Iced club soda 
Lime-rind spiral 

To make lime-rind spiral, cut continuous strip 
of lime peel from stem end to bottom of fruit. 
Place peel in 14-oz. tall glass, hooking it to rim. 
Shake gin, crème de cassis, benedictine, lime 
juice and sugar well with ice. Strain into glass 
and add ice cubes until three quarters full. Fill 
glass with soda and stir. A happy variation of the 
Singapore gin sling. 


Соо! Guanabana 


1% ozs. light Puerto Rican rum 
% oz. heavy Jamaican rum 
Grenadine 
Superfine sugar 
% ш. lime juice 
4 ors. iced guandbana nectar 
1 slice lime 

Guanábana nectar (made from the pulp of the 
soursop) is available in gourmet shops and in 
those featuring Puerto Rican foods. Dip rim of 
14-oz. tall glass into grenadine, then into super- 
fine sugar to make frosted rim. Fill glass with 
ice cubes. Add both kinds of rum, lime juice and 
Quandtana nectar: stir well. Cut lime slice half- 
way to center and fasten onto rim of glass. 


Lait de Vie 


2 ozs. cognac of California brandy 
4 œs. milk 
% oz. heavy cream 
% oz. grenadine 
Freshly grated nutmeg 

Shake cognac, milk, cream and grenadine with 
ice. Strain into 14-02. tall glass filled with ice 
cubes and stir. Sprinkle with nutmeg. As its 
name implies, the “milk of life’ has magnificent 
regenerative powers after several hectic sets of 
tennis or 18 holes on a summer's afternoon. 


Palmetto Cooler 


2 ozs. bourbon 
% oz. apricot liqueur 
Ж oz. sweet vermouth 
3 generous dashes Angostura bitters 
Iced club soda 
Fresh mint 

Fill 14-0. tall glass with ice cubes. Add 
bourbon, apricot liqueur, vermouth and bitters 
(don't skimp on bitters). Stir well. Fill glass 
almost to top with club soda and stir lightly. 
Place generous bouquet of mint sprigs in glass; 
tear а few leaves to release aroma. 
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Er 


drink By THOMAS MARIO 


a half-dozen thirst-slaking 
coolers to help take 
the simmer out of summer 


Strawberry White Port 
4 ozs. imported white port 
Iced tonic water 
% oz. strawberry liqueur 
1 slice lemon 
1 large fresh swawberry, with long stem, 
if possible 

Be sure роп is a dry imported wine, such as 
Sandeman's extra-dry porto branco. Fill 14-07. 
tall glass with ice cubes. Add роп; fill glass 
to within % in. of rim with tonic water. Float 
strawberry liqueur on top by pouring it over the 
back of a spoon held against the inside of the 
glass. Place lemon slice so that it rests on top of 
ice cubes. Place strawberry on lemon slice. 
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їп california, on the front lines of the sexual 
revolution, totally explicit and uncensored 
films and live "exhibitions" have 

become not only a major spectator 

sport but a minor industry as well 


THE PORN 5 GREEN 


article By JOHN BOWERS 
EVERYBODY, but everybody, is watch 
ing and waiting. Two cameras are 
zooming in on his naked butt and 
bare phallus, and a flawless bru- 
nette—Debbie, all flaring hips and 
coal-black hair—is lying there coo 
ing before him. Alex de Renzy, 
a gifted, no-nonsense director, is 
peering like a gynecologist from 
somewhere behind. The setting is a 
ledge in Nevada at twilight, and 
not too many minutes of sunlight 
are left. If the male star fails, the 
whole scene is wasted—production 
costs, people's time, the works. 

He tries. God, how he tries, With 
the whole crew silently, breathlessly 
cheering him on. He tries, as they 

y in the trade, to get into her 
(they mean it figuratively even more 
than literally), to become triggered 
by any one of the multiple feminine 
sparks she sends up. It doesn't work 
nothing arises, and the huge glob of 
Nevada sun is now three quarters 
down. Ironically, he made love to her 
faultlessly a few nights before, in the 
motel, on his own time. just after 
they had been driven to this location; 
sitting next to cach other in the car 
rubbing against each other on the 
long drive, both had become excited 
and flew into each other's arms as soon as the motel door closed 

A drop of sweat falls from his eyebrow. Only a tip of the 
sun is showing. Frantically, he tries thinking of other girls, 
panty ads, fantasies he hasn't tried out in years. He has been 
in over 40 pornies, always coming through like yeast rising in 
bread, and this is a desperate situation. He flunked the same 
scene the day before at dusk, and this is his second and final 
chance. He is sick from what turns out to be a bleeding ulcer 
and had upchucked only a minute before the cameras started 
rolling. He feels the ground turning but somehow gets his 
mind into the edge of a fantasy. He senses himself getting 
bigger, gets giddy and then feels it drop. Nothing works. 

“I can’t,” he says. “I can't help it, I just can't." 

"I've paid you to do it,” De Renzy, the compleat. protes- 
sional, says, disgusted. “Performers are paid to perform.” 

“L... I ant..." He is moving down from the ledge, 
tucking in his shirt, zipping up his fly. 

Was it me, was it me?” Debbie says. clutching at him 

“No,” he says. “It was me.” 

His real name is one the old Scottish religious reformer 
John Knox would have been proud ol: George $. McDonald. 
He is 21. In Merced, California, where he grew up, he was on 
the football, wrestling and track teams in high school. He was 
president of the senior dass and voted boy of the year. A 


Where the action is: San Francisca’s North Beach, 
not a beach but an old-time Italian residential, 
shopping and night-club district. A haven for beot- 
niks in the Fifties, the area now flaunts topless, 
bottomless and virtually inhibitionless entertainment 


month after the Nevada fiasco, his 
health restored somewhat, he sits in 
Enrico's, the hip, open-air bistro in 
San Francisco's North Beach, and 
raps about everything from New Left 
politics to his own sex life, He has 
all of the general good looks, and 
then some, that one comes to expect 
from his generation in Californi 
tall, looselimbed, a frame easily at- 
tached to surfboard or cycle. But his 
eyes go beyond the stereotype, tell 
more. They are hazel, most often 
open and searching, but sometimes 
brooding and lonely. He has thick 
dark hair and still sports the beard 
he grew for the Nevada cowboy film, 
It makes him vaguely resemble the 
young Abe Lincoln. 
“1 can talk freely about my sex 
he says, protesting perhaps 
а little too much, “I don't give 
а damn, I could even talk to my 
mother about it. I really think that 
I have a healthier sex life than all 
those middle-aged people who sneak 
in to see my films. It’s surely a lot 
healthier than the sex lives of those 
obsessively against them.” 
George got into pornies by an 


swering an ad in the Berkeley 
Barb. It was at Cinema Seven—a 
pioneer in the field—and on his 


ance he was turned down: He looked too much 
d pornie films were glutted at the time with that 
image. Enterprisingly, he went back with short hair, coat and 
tie, and was hired on the spot. Then he became terrified. What 
if he couldn't perform? The shooting was at 11 o'clock in the 
morning, in a sound stage above the company’s theater. George 

araded around with coffee in a cardboard con ‚his hand 
ing. What would she look like? How would they start? The 
director—Jon Fontana, gregarious, an ex-athlete—at last came 
up with a very pretty girl, not much older than George, 
Berkeley.coed type, and said this was his partner for the film. 
He was going to leave them alone for a while. Why didn’t they 
get acquainted? 

They sat on the edge of a bed in a klieg-lit set. She said her 
name was Lolania. When she found out it was his first time, 
she said, “Maybe I can help you get ready.” She did things to 
him, asked him what he liked and began undressing. He 
followed suit and before long it began to happen. It threw 
George olf only a little to feel a lot of strange hot breath hit 
him, sec a light meter poke up near his scrotum and hear, "Е 
three point five, boys. OK, roll 'em." He didn't slow nor 
falter but pressed into the breach for 400 feet of torrid film 
Dressed, paid, proud, he was swinging out the door when һе 
met Lolania with a man. “Oh, George, come here. I'd like 
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in san francisco 

and los angeles, the 
erotic entertamments 
range from beaver 
shows to live sex . . . 


you to meet my husband. . . .” He admits it made him feel a 
little odd. 

George—dependable, conscientious—worked his way up to 

become a superstar in pornies. Although his name never 
appears on the marquee, he can stand in the lobby of the 
O Farrell or Sutter Cinema for only a short while before fans 
come up to him. “Weren't you the Window Washer? Boy, 
you were sure great in that flick. Keep it up!" Now he no 
longer appears in quickie, 400-foot films. He works in chose 
that take a day, sometimes two, to film and that, usually 
require “location.” However, these longer, morc prestigious 
films are not so plentiful as the shorter ones. For a day's work 
now he gets $150; the 400-footers paid from $35 to $50. He 
lives with nine other people, male and female, in а commu 
nal house in Berkeley. He is not getting rich. 
You can't bargain with these producers,” he says. “Once 
you start holding out, they'll go get somebody else. There are 
simply too many of us. And if your rent is due, you just 
accept what they offer. It's hungry people who keep the 
business going. . . ." 


Films today are perhaps the focal point for the revolution 
in erotica— for, in case you've been away, there has been a rev- 
olution in erotica. In 1946, The Outlaw was banned in 
San Francisco because too much deavage was shown by Miss 
Jane Russell. Today, over 25 movichouses in that city regu- 
larly show everything and anything a mind can fantasize 
sexually: lollipop-licking Lolitas strapped to chairs for chas- 
tsement, blonde Valkyries making love to pigs—the works 
In house after house, there are those plumripe, Tedıni- 
colored images of sexually connected couples flashing on the 
sacen before patrons with chins in their hands—and fear in 
their bones that someone may touch them. (How different 
from the old stag-film days, when catcalls sounded and rough 
fellowship abounded.) Nothing now is held back—nothing ex 
cept, perhaps, taste: the zoom lens of an Arriflex probing past 
spread labia into the very recesses of the vagina, cvoking 
memories of nothing so much as oysters on the half shell, 
then back off to catch the pucker of ап anus, around to catch 
those dreamily closed eyes above lips that are diving wetly 
over а stiff, purple-veined phallus. You end up seeing more 
than you want to. For after a while, after so much pinkand 
white tissue is so unabashedly revealed, it all becomes remi 
of—and about as exciting as—open-heart surgery. 
The tease, such an important ingredient of the old pornogra- 
phy, has all but vanished. 

The patrons must have waited some time for the chance to 
glimpse such wonders, for the age level is a good 40-goingon- 


niscent 


60. (The irony is that the very young make the movies and 
their parents generation sees them.) Most fly past the mini- 
skirted cashiers in 2 whirlwind of guilt, men in narrow ties 
and narrow-brimmed hats, solid citizens, a few toting the 
attaché case of the executive. Some enter, sniff the air and 
pretend confusion. “You show movies in here? Yeah? Well, 1, 
hum, yes, er, hum, one please.” There have been cases where 
men have walked in backward. But there are also now the 


The hoary tradition of the girlie show hos gone the way of all flesh at The Runway, one of Los Angeles’ proliferating 
topless/bottomless bars (above left), where patrons—victims of erotic overkill—sip their beers and peruse the naked per- 
formers far more impassively than their fothers gozed at yesteryear's G-strung tassel twirlers. The star attroction at Gigi's 
on San Francisco's Broodway is amply endowed Lolita Rios (left), who performs—solo—what the marquee calls THE POSI 
TIONS OF LOVE on velvet cushions in an elevated alcove while nude nymphets strut on о small stage below. In the city's 
seedy Mission District, an old-time burlesque house has successfully made the transition into the sexplicit Seventies. Where 
once it spotlighted baggy-ponts comedians, the New Follies Action Theater now screens one-reel beaver films, ond the liter- 
ally climoctic segment of each show features a live demonstration of the current copulation explosion. The New Follies act 
shown above, which boasts a rudimentary scenario staged in panting pantomime, has been recorded on celluloid in the re- 
cently issued flick Sub Rosa Rising. New Follies stars often appear in as many as five shows daily—a schedule thot 
can tax the most indefatigable male protagonists. One such performer attributed his seeming success onstage to a diet con- 
sisting principally of raw hamburger; cynics reported, however, thot he owed more to his considerable talent for foking it. 
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couples who go in defiantly, people with the stamp of the newly 
liberated, a folksy greeting to the cashier, an ear-to-ear grin 
to the girl at the popcorn machine, then a leisurely stroll 
to beyond the dark curtain. OK, folks, just off to see a little 
fucking! Nothing wrong there! 

When actual copulation was first shown on a commercial 
screen in San Francisco, in 1969, the theaters that took the 


. . while moviemakers vie 
to produce the 

ultimate stag film, 
cabaret performers 

let й all hang out onstage 


at first enraged by pornies, has become more or less bored 
with the whole thing. As I sat nursing a drink in a North 
Beach minitheater with bar, a large gray-haired man in a 
blue uniform with a silver badge eased up. The bartender, 
not at all uncomfortable, made small talk with him, and then 
we all watched the silent film for a moment on the tiny 
screen down front. It showed a rosy-cheeked blonde being 


chance were soon packed, Today, most of these are less than 
half filled, and occasionally snores resound from a senior 


administered cunnilingus by a man with Afro hair. "What 
shit" the policeman said, departing. "How can anybody 
watch it?” 

The police still make arrests once in a while, but their 
hearts do not seem to be in it. Too often they have tried to 
use their knuckles on a theater owner or “live show” produc- 
er—seizing film, overturning equipment, throwing people in 
the tank—only to be met with a swift Federal court order 
restraining them until a hearing could be held. And in the 
calm atmosphere of a courtroom no one seems able to 
determine what is really obscene and what is not. Supreme 
Court decisions have established that material cannot be 
considered obscene unless: one, its dominant theme appeals 
to prurient interests; two, it is patently offensive to contem- 
porary community standards; and, three, it is utterly without 
redeeming social value. The key decision (Fanny Hill, 1966) 
established that before а work could be considered obscene, it 
had to meet all these criteria. But what does—or doesn't— 
have social value? What are the community's standards? As 
case after case was won by the defendants in the lower courts, 
it became increasingly difficult to establish just what is 
beyond the protection of the Constitution. Trials became 
expensive and time consuming—and in the end indecisive— 
and after a policeman has had a few stints on the witness 
stand on his own free time, the thought hits him that busting 
the pornies can be bad news, Watch and Ward Societies fare 
even worse than the police in slowing the pom traffic. Most 
often, their fellow taxpaying citizens seem bored by the 
subject, see no threat in it or, in many casc 


citizen whose head has lolled back. Even the cop on the beat, 


simply are in 
favor of having a little squint at the hot stuff themselves. 

The Supreme Court, our final arbiter, until recently ap 
peared to be stretching the limits in each case it heard. But 
the Burger Court has shown indications that it would like to 
reverse the trend. What has consistently bothered the Justices, 
though, is how material is advertised and presented, Anyone 
who pays five dollars and walks into a darkened theater prob 
ably knows what to expect; surely no pistol has been put at his 
head. If what he finds is distasteful, then the simplest solution 
is to walk out and not come back. But how about someone 
strolling down the thoroughfare on a fine clear day? Even 
staunch libertarians wonder if anyone has the right to assault 
the passerby's sensibilities with (continued on page 182) 


Jim Mitchell (with camera, above) and his brother Art make an average of two or three ultraexplicit movies every week; 
their two-and-a-half-year-career total is well over 300. The Mitchells exhibit the films at their own San Francisco theater, the 
O'Farrell, where the customers—predominently square males over 40—pay $3.50 each for a two-hour peep show. The 
theater recently supplanted its multiple-one-reeler format with a single-feature policy; but, as the girl in the box office puts 
it candidly, the one film contains “lots of short fuck scenes." The biggest name in overtly sexual cinema these days is Alex 
de Renzy, who's been called the Jean-Luc Godard of erotica's Nouvelle Vague. On the set of a new De Renzy West- 
ern, Powder Burns [opposite page, top), Kim Hope dons a screen-printed breastworks T-shirt to clown around with Gary Wil- 
tiamson—then takes it all off to get down to business with fellow performer George S. McDonald. At the Garden of Eden 
cabaret in North Beach (right), the action is strictly live: High point of each performance is a skillfully simulated coital ballet, 
billed as the Love Dance—here enacted by Valerie Scott and former West Coast Hair cast member Donald J. Steiton. 
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fiction By EARL L. ROBERTSON sıx a.m. comes awfully ear- 
ly. Especially on Monday. Adeline was awakened this particular 
Monday morning by the sound of the alarm going ОЁ in her ear 
and the feel of Steve's hands between her legs, pulling them 
apart. She moved closer to him and forgot about the alarm. 
The alarm and Steve stopped together and for a while, all that 
could be heard in the room was the loud ticking of the clock and 
his heavy breathing. “Sorry, honey,” he gasped finally, “guess 1 
ain't awake yet.” She smiled up at his ear and gently but firmly 
pushed his 240 pounds off. He lay beside her, his breath whistling 
between his teeth. Every morning when he was not on the road, 
including Saturday and Sunday, started the same way. And every 
morning, Steve made the same excuse, until she heard it even if 
dn't say it. She didn't mind the mornings so much, because 
ghts were always good. And besides, what better way to 
start the day? So she smiled to herself, thinking about the nights, 
kissed him on the nose and rolled out on the other side of the bed. 

Every morning, her answer was the same: “I know, baby. It’s 
OK.” 

Adeline was not a beautiful woman. Right now, stark-naked, 
she tended to look rather homely, eyes set too wide apart in her 
head and a body almost devoid of curves. And now, as she padded 
across the room, her arms stretched above her head and a loud 
yawn escaping her lips, Steve lay on his side, watching her. He 
watched and wondered what it was about her that excited him 
so much, What it was about her that always made him feel so 
damned good to feel the warmth of her next to him on mornings 
like these. She was incredibly thin. Almost bony. But he loved to 
hold her in his arms. He wondered if they'd ever get married 
Probably not. 

She was standing in front of him now, holding up the dress 
he'd bought her the day before. She was smiling like a little girl: 


in his bizarre fantasies, plain little adeline became beatrice, 
cleopatra, josephine—and there was more, much more 
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“Thanks, honey, it’s real pretty,” she said, 
posing before the mirror on the dresser. 

“Nothing's too good for my Addie, 
Nothing. If I'd had the money, Га a 
bought you the best dress they had in 
the place.” 

“You don’t think it’s too short, do 
you?” she asked, adjusting the mirror so 
as to see the hemline better. She hated 
her legs. 

“With your legs?” he said. "You gotta 
be kidding" He got out of bed and 
folled her in his arms, savoring the 
warmth of her naked back against his 
naked front. They stood like that for a 
moment, looking at their dual reflection 
in the mirror, each glad to have some- 
one to share the moment with. 

The raucous sound of a rock tune 
shattered their moment when Adcline's 
clock radio set for 6:15 went on. Adeline 
scrambled to turn it down and almost 
dropped the dress. She sat down on the 
side of the bed, crushing the shiny mate- 
rial in her fist and smiling to herself, 
wishing the alarm clock were enough to 
awaken her in the morning. Abruptly, 
she sprang up and started dressing. “I 
gotta get out of here before Brady 
thinks I ain't coming.” She yawned 
again and picked up her bra from the 
floor by the side of the bed. 

Brady's Beanery is one of those restau- 
rants, equipped with a grill and ten 
rickety stools, that seem to defy the laws 
of business and economics by remaining 
open day after day, year after year. And 
Ben Brady is one of those restaurant 
owners who are often accused of giving 
away more food than they sell. But what 
no one has yet figured out is that Ben 
has а system. He is a fantastically good 
Indian-wrestler. And he wrestles his reg- 
ulars, double or nothing. 

On this particular Monday morning, 
Ben was standing at the grill, alternat- 
ing between flipping pancakes over on 
the grill and flipping his gaze over the 
miniskirts and bobbing bosoms passing 
by outside the window. He finished the 
order, placed it on a plate and arranged 
four link sausages neatly around the 
stack of pancakes. “Pick up your pencil 
and paper,” he called to Adeline, who 
was busy pouring а third cup of coffee 
for Steve with one hand while trying to 
extricate her other hand from his truck- 
drivers grip. She placed the coffeepot 
back on the burner and hurried up to 
the grill to get the order. When she got 
there, she was startled by the slight 
figure of a man smiling at her through 
the window. He smiled broadly, showing 
a row of unevenly spaced teeth. She 
returned the smile and delivered the 
pancakes to the customer who had or- 
dered them. 

A few minutes later, he was still 
standing there, staring at her, and she 
found it difficult to concentrate on the 


breakfast-check ritual going on between 
Ben and Steve. Steve's was creased 
in a frown as he fought to keep Ben 
from forci fist to the countertop. 
As Ben forced his fist slowly down, Ade- 
line heard the door open. Out of the 
corner of her eye, she saw the stranger 
move up to the counter and sit down. 
She had hoped Ben would wait on him, 
but he was enjoying his victory too much 
to stop. “See what he wants, will ya, 
Addie?” Steve's fist hit the countertop, 
upsetting the halfempty coffee си 
“Tharll be two-forty-two, thank you. 
Steve muttered something under his 
breath and grudgingly ran his hand into 
his pocket for his wallet. 

She moved over to the stranger as 
Steve began demanding a rematch. 
“Hello,” the stranger said warmly 
“Hello,” she answered with equal 

warmth, паи be?” 

The broad smile returned and, with 
seemingly genuine interest, he asked, 
“Are you glad to see me again?” Before 
she could speak, he added, “I'll bet you 
never thought you'd see me again, did 
you?” She stared at him for a second, 
trying to remember where they had met 
before. She decided there was some kind 
of mix-up. She was about to tell him so 
when he stopped her completely by say- 
ing, “Sorry I had to leave you at the 
Nile, but pressing business took me else- 
where.” 

He looked as though he were deadly 
serious and she found herself saying, 
almost without thinking, “That's OK. I 
understand.” She felt a little silly. 

“I knew you would.” He paused for a 
moment, dropped his gaze and began 
cleaning one fingernail with another 
She was about ready to call for help and 
turned to sce Steve and Ben engaged in 
a rematch. She knew from past experi- 
ence that Indian-wrestling matches took 
precedence over everything. Induding 
nuts. The stranger was talking again. 
“But no matter what Caesar wants from 
now on, ГЇЇ never leave you alone a 

“Uh, how ‘bout a cup of coffee 
said, in an effort to collect her wits. 

“Coffee's fine,” laying a qı 
ter on the counter. She quickly gave 
his coffee and turned just in time to see 
Steve lose his rematch. She could feel 
the stranger smiling at her over the rim 
of his cofiee cup. When Steve's arm 
banged down on the counter for the sec- 
ond time that morning, she heard the 
door open and close again. When she 
looked up, the stranger was gone. 

She had completely forgotten the inci- 
dent by the time Steve came to pick her 
up that evening. And so, as they left the 
diner, she didn’t see the stranger stand- 
ing across the street. Nor did she notice 
him following about half a block behind 
them as they walked back to her apart- 
ment building. 


in,” 
she 


he sai 


When Steve and Adeline entered 
building and the door closed bel 
them, the stranger stood across the street 
for a long time, st 


The following Thursday evening, Ade 
lines landlady, a woman known to 
friend and foe alike only as Mrs. Ellis, 
was sitting in front of an old 
vanity, gazing at her reflection. She was 
silently bewailing the fact that her hair 
had once again rejected its bimonthly 
dose of dye. She had tried several differ- 
ent colors over the years and the end 
result was a sickly conglomeration re- 
sembling a fright wig done up in Easter 
egg colors. She sighed and began to 
put it up in curlers: The doorbell rang 
‘There was only one bell in the entire 
building and it rang only in Mrs. Ellis 
apartment, That way, she could be sure 
no strangers ever darkened the doors of 
her tenants. Also, it made it easy for her 
to keep an eye on who came and went. 
She cursed softly as she struggled to 
bend down to find her slippers. When 
the bell rang the third time, she gave up 
and went to the front door in bare feet, 
dressed in housccoat and corset 

She didn't know the man who stood 
there smiling at her and displaying a 
row of unevenly spaced teeth. She was 
embarrassed, because she was sure she 
looked silly standing there with only 
half her head covered with curlers. But 
her embarrassment quickly passed as she 
gave him a lightning-quick perusal from 
head to foot. He was dressed in a dark 
topcoat that hung open, revealing a suit 
underneath. She liked that. His face was 
soft, almost childlike, and she liked the 
way he seemed to laugh with his eyes 
But Mrs Ellis had become suspicious 
of all strange young men since she had 
seen Tony Curtis in The Boston Stran 
gler. She quickly clutched the neck of 
her housecoat and drew herself up to 
her full five feet, four inches. 
ood evening,” the stranger said 
softly, "is Beatrice home?" 

She clutched the housecoat a little 
tighter and reached for the doorknob. 

“Beatrice who?" she asked, begi 
to close the door. “No Beatrice living 
here, young man.” 

“Oh, yes she does. I've seen her come 
in and out several times” His smile 
changed to a knowing one. Impish but 
not impudent. 

“What does she look like?” asked Mrs 
Ellis, dosing the door a little more. 

“How do you describe a dream?” the 
CEST asked. 

"" she said. 

"Well let's see if I can," he began. 
Mrs. Ellis stood listening to him rhap- 
sodize about Beatrice. When he finished, 
she sifted it all out in her mind and it 
came to her that he was talking about 
Adeline. But that couldn't be. That was 

(continued on page 90) 


MORLEY MEETS THE FROGS 


the peripatetic briton girds 
his ample loins and goes forth against the gaul 


humor By ROBERT MORLEY шшинс rue rst мом war, the punishment for homosex- 
uality in the French army was said to be execution. However, if you were an officer, you were allowed 
a final charge against the enemy, on the understanding that you got yourself shot. In one rather ex- 
ceptional case, the accused, who was the heir to enormous wealth and a proud title, was granted 
special leave from the battlefields until he had managed to consummate his marriage and beget 
an heir. Eight months after he was killed in action, a child was born—a girl. That's the French 
for you—they take every trick but the last. But, for an Englishman, there is always the fear that the 
French will win in the end, Occasionally, one of my friends will, to use the cliché, throw caution to 
the winds and retire to perch on one of those green-brown hills at the back of Cannes. I am always 
struck by the sense of suspended animation that enyelops him when he has acquired the sunglasses 
and the swimming pool. Once he has collected the sunshine and the gin—and, of course, the Eng- 


lish papers—he becomes obsessed with the price of butter. My attitude toward France was, 1 suppose, ву 


ILLUSTRATION BY GAHAN WILSON 


inherited from my father, who always felt perfectly 
at home there because he never attempted to talk or 
make friends with the natives. He admitted that 
there were certain things they did beuer than we 
did—sex and gambling, for example, neither of 
which is true today. When I was 16 and had left my 
last school, he decided that I should go into the 
diplomatic corps. He used to play bridge at his dub 
with the Greek ambassador, and usually won his 
money. “They are a very decent class of fellow,” he 
told me. “You'll enjoy being an ambassador. Come 
on,” and, having pried some money from his trus- 
tees, he spirited me across the Channel to Tours, 
where he had been told the best French was spoken. 

Twenty-four hours in Tours shook him, He found 
himself encircled by the French, Hitherto, he had 
always had his back to the sea and a good hall 
porter at his elbow. In Tours, there wasn't even a 
good hotel. "You don't care for this, surely?" he 
asked me. "You wouldn't be happy here? There's 
nothing to do.” 

“Learn French?" I asked him. 

"Yes, but not here.” He was already fingering the 
money entrusted to him for my further education. 
We left for Monte Carlo that afternoon. “This will 
be better for you,” my father assured me, “You get 
all nationalities here. In the diplomatic service, 
you'll find you have to mix.” My parent was anxious 
not to leave me alone with the wrong ambiance. 
Ambiance was one of his four French words. His 
three others were le Bon Dicu. "I believe," he would 
reiterate, “in le Bon Dieu, which is why I find the 
Church of England service so frustrating.” 

“You never go," my mother reminded him. 

“That is why,” he assured her. “Le Bon Dieu is 
everywhere except in an English church.” There was 
no arguing with Father, while the money lasted, at 
any rate. In Monte Carlo, it didn’t last very long— 
about ten days—and we were posting breathlessly 
home before the checks bounced. In France, it was 
an offense for checks to bounce, and Father dreaded 
not arrest but banishment from the casinos. 

I myself was first introduced to the French police 
when I was eight years old. I had swung a fishing line 
off the jetty and caught the hook in my left opposable 
thumb. I was led away by a gendarme, with blood 
streaming from my hand. As he marched me through 
the streets I sobbed not with pain but with terror. 
True, he took me to a doctor and not the police sta- 
tion, but why didn't the fool tell me what he was 
doing? An English bobby would have given me a tof- 
fee and told me I was a brave little chap. The French 
are a logical people, which is one reason the English 
dislike them so intensely. The other is that they own 
France, a country that we have always judged to be 
much too good for them. France has, for centuries, 
blocked our way to Europe. Before the invention of 
the airplane, we had to step over them to get 
anywhere. I was particularly conscious of this geo- 
graphical fact as a child, because I lived at Folke- 
stone, where the packet sailed daily for Boulogne. 
When the gales blew, my nurse used to take me 
down to the harbor to watch the home-coming 
passengers stagger down the gangplank and crawl 
across the cobblestones to the Pavilion Hotel for a 


steadier. “Serves them right,” she would tell me. 
"Thats what you get for going abroad, Master 
Robert.” Intolerance was one of the subjects she 
taught me in the nursery, and I was a willing pupil. 

For me, intolerance is still the adrenaline in the 
veins of society. Without it, we should perish; with 
it, we get into trouble. The intolerance of white for 
black, gentile for Jew, rich for poor, and vice versa, 
makes for battle, murder and sudden death. It also 
keeps everyone who stays alive fighting fit for a short 
time. In the intolerance league, the British are 
still tops—an unaccustomed position for that old 
country these days. Over the years, we have hung la- 
bels round the necks of foreigners. Americans are 
brash, Spaniards lazy, Germans gross, Turks treacher- 
ous, Russians dangerous and the Italians pathetic. We 
suffer them to live in their own lands only because 
they have to be there to be ready to fetch and carry 
for us when we have our holidays, It is this concept 
of the British as the absentee landlords of the world 
that has served us so splendidly in the past, but it 
is one that the French have never accepted. They 
persist in believing that France belongs to them. 
“The argument has been going on for some centuries. 
At various times in our history, we have had to 
resort to fisticuffs and one day no doubt we shall 
have to do so again. But it would be foolish not to 
recognize that the present is a period of stalemate 
and there is little we can do at the moment but pay 
up and look pleasant. We don't like paying bills any 
more than the French do, but at least we struggle to 
do зо. When De Gaulle died, his epitaph was spoken 
by the landlord of my local inn. “I'm sorry the old 
chap's gone, but he never paid the bill for Dunkirk, 
did he?" 

Another fact I learned in my nursery was that the 
frogs were a violent lot. In those days, every revue, 
and most musical comedies, contained an apache 
number in which a French cad in sideburns and a 
tight-fitting striped shirt assaulted a girl in slow tempo 
around the stage. The girl wore, as we believed all 
Frenchwomen did, a slit skirt and had her hair 
pulled a good deal before being finally knocked 
down, rolled over and abandoned. She would lie 
unconscious on the fioor until resuscitated by her 
partner for the curtain call. 

Years later, I had my earlier impression of the 
French confirmed while staying in the Rue de Rivo- 
li. The Rue de Rivoli is an absurdly long, colon- 
naded street, running from the Place de la Concorde 
to the Louvre and a good way beyond. For а time, 
when I was making a picture in Paris, I lived at the 
Hotel Brighton and had a bedroom overlooking the 
Tuileries Gardens. In the evening, after a day's 
shooting, I would repair to the bar and sit watching 
the television before dinner. If it was raining, and it 
usually was, I would then walk under cover to a 
restaurant in the Place Vendóme. One evening, as I 
stepped into the arcade, I saw, at a distance of 200 
yards, a man carrying a body emerge from а bistro 
doorway and, crossing the pavement, attack the 
colonnade with his victim's head. Half a dozen times 
he swung his human battering ram, and then, cas 
ually abandoning it, he let what was left of it fall into 
the gutter and returned to (continued on page 152) 


CUPWARD 
MOBILE 


a pro-shop parade of putters 
to make your on-the-green game 
more than a stroke of luck 


Playing through by the numbers: 
1, Staff model 8801 features 
stainless-steel-finished 
semi-blade head with concave 
back and straight tapered 

shaft with chrome finish, 

by Wilson, $18.75. 

2. Ping Anser putter has balanced 
heel and toe with floating face, 
by Karsten Manufacturing, $20. 
3. C-500 club has stainless-steel 
head made by lost-wax casting 
process designed to obtain 
ideal weight and balance, comes 
with aluminum shaft, by North- 
western Golf Company, $30. 
4. Power-Bilt P42W Citation 
has flange-backed head 

for centralizing 

weight behind area of club 

face that strikes ball, 

wooden shaft and Super-Tac 
ribbed-leather grip, 

by Hillerich and Bradsby, $14. 
5. R-70 Uniwood putter is 
made of one piece of 

solid walnut and 

features brass plate for added 
weight and stability, by North- 
western Golf Company, $35. 

6. P502 gooseneck-style 

putter has brass 

head, chrome shaft and 
smooth-surface rubber 

Grip, by MacGregor, $12. 


PLAYBOY 


LEAVE YOUAT THE NILE 


crazy. She couldn't imagine why this 
well-dressed stranger was pouring out all 
those fine-sounding words about an ordi- 
nary girl like Adeline. 

She'd better check it out a little, So, 
feeling a little like Perry Mason or some 
other TV detective, she asked, “Where 
does she work? You know tha?" He 
told her. By God. It was Adeline. She 
mentally scratched her head. The curlers 
prevented the physical act. “I'll see if 
she'll see you,” she said. As an after- 
thought, “Who shall I say is calling?” 

“Just tell her Mr. Dante is here,” The 
face became even more childlike. 

Mrs. Ellis muttered the name under 
her breath to make sure she'd remember 
it and slammed the door in his face just 
as he was about to step in. She kept 
muttering the name to herself as she 
puffed her way up the thinly carpeted 
stairway toward Adcline's apartment. 

“There's a fellow named te down- 
stairs to sec you,” Mrs. El said be- 
tween gulps of air. 

“Dante?” 

“That's what hc said his name was. 
And since when have you been going 
round telling people your name is Bea- 
trice, anyway?" 

"Mrs. Ellis, you know my е as 
well as I do. And it ain't Beatrice.” She 
was a little put out at both the accusa- 
tion and the substitution. 

“Well, this fellow downstairs, he rung 
the bell and asked to speak to Beatrice. 
Described you to a tec. Well, not exactly 
to a tee. I had to work at it a little bit. 
But it was you he was talking about, all 
right. Knows where you work and every- 


‘What does he look like?” Adeline 
asked. When Mrs. Ellis told her, Adeline 
moaned. She described the incident at 
the diner on Monday and ended by 
saying, “Throw the bum out." Then she 
slammed the door in Mrs. Ellis’ face. 

Back at the front door, Mrs. Ellis told 
the stranger with the childlike face to 
get lost and to stay lost. She was careful, 
however, not to open the door too wide. 
Just in case the stranger decided to get 
violent. But he didn't. He only smiled 
and said: “Yell her that when I have 
successfully survived the seventh circle, I 
shall return.” When she recovered, Mrs. 
Ellis slammed the door and returned to 
do battle with the hair curlers, Her 
hand froze in mid-air as, once again, she 
thought of Tony Curtis and the Boston 
Strangler. 


When two weeks went by without any 
further messages from the stranger, Ade- 
line began to feel she had seen the last 
of him. So when Sunday turned out to 
be an extremely hot day, she suggested 
that she and Steve go to the beach. The 


(continued from page 86) 


stranger went with them. But at a safe 
distance. A few nights later, they went 
to the movies. And the stranger sat two 
rows behind them. 

It was a month before he matt lized 
again. Working a double shift had 
earned her a day off. Steve was away on 
a two-day haul. So when she got up that 
morning, she looked forward to having a 
whole day to herself. She decided to go 
shopping. She counted up her tips for 
the past few days and discovered she 
had enough to buy a cheap dress to sur- 
prise Steve when he returned. 

‘That afternoon, as she was coming 
out of a department store, she saw a 
man standing at the curb beside a' small 
vending stand loaded down with can- 
died apples. She was about to pick one 
out when a hand on her arm stopped 
her. It was he. "Don't" he said softly. 
He was about to say more, but Adeline 
started screaming and beating him over 
the head with the paper bag containing 
the dress she had bought. A small crowd 
gathered and, with it, a policeman. 

Before she knew it, both she and the 
stranger were in a police car on their 
way to the station. She was crying in 
earnest by this time, because, in the 
melee, the bag had split and her dress 
had sailed out into the street, where it 
was run over by a passing car. Each time 
the stranger tried to speak, she wailed 
all the louder. And that's the way she 
entered the station house, the torn bag 
in one hand and the crinkled dress with 
a brand-new greasy tire mark across the 
front of it in. the other. 

At the sound of the wailing woman 
entering the station, the desk sergeant 
looked up from his Sports Illustrated 
and, in two seconds flat, was all business. 
It had been a quict afternoon. But he 
could tell from the looks of the scene in 
front of him that peace was coming to a 
quick end. Another wife beating, he 
thought, and flicked his ballpoint pen to 
the operational position. The patrolman 
brought Adeline and the stranger up to 
the desk. 

“What have you got, Chuck?” he 
asked, sure he already knew the answer. 
Adeline and the officer started talking at 
the same time. 

“My dress is ruined! Look at itl 
Just look at it!” she cried, shoving the 
dress into the desk sergeant’s face with a 
force that made him draw back. 

“Take it easy, lady,” Chuck said. The 
stranger stood silent, like an innocent 
bystander, and moved up to the desk 
without resistance when Chuck took him 
by the arm. 

“What did he do?” the desk sergeant 
asked again. Before Chuck could an- 
swer, Adeline started up again, demand- 
ing that someone do something about 
her ruined dress. “Will you calm down 


for a minute?" the sergeant said. "This 
isa police matter now.” 

She moaned, "It took almost a week's 
tips to pay for that dress. 1 was gonna 
be wearing it when Steve came back. 
But look at it! Just look at it! It's a 
wreck!" She started wailing again 

Chuck said to the desk sergeant, “This 
Euy was molesting this woman on the 
street in front of Hochhuth's Depart- 
ment Store." 

"Oh, one of them sex fiends, huh?" 
replied ihe sergeant, unhappy because 
he had guessed wrong. 

"No, it wasn't like that at all" said 
the stranger. "I was trying to help her.” 
His face became childlike again. 

“Trying to help mel" squealed Айе 
line. “He damned near broke my arm!" 

“Oh-ho,” said the desk sergeant, “as 
sault as well. Did he give you any trou- 
ble, Chuck? You know, did he resist?” 

Chuck said to the stranger, "You had 
this woman by the arm, right? And she 
was screaming and beating you over the 
head with the bag when I come up, 
right?” 

"Right, but I was only trying to stop 
her from eating the apple. I was trying 
to save her life. Didn’t you see that?” 
From the look on his face, he seemed to 
be serious, but Chuck was used to that 
old dodge. 

"No, I didn’t see that,” he answered. 
“What I saw was, and a helluva lot of 
other people saw it, too, was this woman 
fighting for her life in front of Hoch- 
huth’s Department Store. And” 

“No, no,” interrupted the stranger, 
pausing to take a breath, “someone who 
is extremely jealous of her beauty wants 
her dead and plans to kill her with a 
soned apple.” He stared into three 
silent faces, Even Adeline stopped wail- 
ing to look at him. The two policemen 
exchanged knowing looks. They had an- 
other nut on their hands. The stranger 
continued when he got no response. “1 
couldn't let that happen. I just couldn't. 
Look at her." The policemen looked at 
Adeline and then at each other. "I just 
couldn't let that happen, now, could 1?” 
"The policemen traded looks again, then 
looked at Adeline with a look thar could 
only have been translated into: Why 
not? 

"You want to press charges, lady?" 
asked the desk sergeant. 

“Well,” she hesitated, “I don't know. 

" She didn't say anything for a few 
seconds, she just looked into the faces of 
the three men. She had caught the 
glances of the two policemen and was 
smarting a little. And, deep down, she 
had to admit that the stranger was kind 
of cute, even if he was a nut. And also 
had to admit that she was a little flat- 
tered by the attention he had been 
showing her. They were staring at her 
without speaking and she knew she had 

ЧЕТТЕ on page 176) 


bark brown 


"I'm not advocating censorship, mind you, but there should be more 
discretion in regard to where you show skin flicks!!” 


This formidable display of machinery 
is the new Jaguar engine, feeding 

314 horsepower to the wheels 

with the smoothness thor's a hallmark of 
the V12-cylinder canfiguration. The 

сог itself, the first Joguor to be 

shown in the United States before 
England, is being mode in 2+2 ond 
convertible bodies. It's о sporis 
touring car in the grond tradition, 
tractable, comfortable ond potent: 

а true 140 mph. Price: circa $7300. 


Ranked before an ancient wall of 
Тат Century Warwick Castle, c 
few miles fram the Jaguar factary, 
three of the cars that built the 
legend: the XK-120, the 55-100, 
the D-type. The XK-120, below left, 
wos a bench mark in the 

history of autamobiles, one af the 
importont foctors in the revival af 
driving for sheer enjoyment that 
came after World War Two. 
Flowing body lines, warranted 
120-mph performance ond a $4000 
Price tag cll marked a startling 
departure from arthodoxy. During 
its five-year production run— 

1949 ta 1954—the XK-120 wos sold 
and raced oll over the world. 


British cutomobilist like ie \ 


cliché “If it locks right, it i right." 
Not always true, but the SS-100, 
center, was a handsome machine 
by the criteria of its day (1937) 
‘and capable enough on the road'to 


score offen in a decode of international 


rallies. It elathed good running 
¡gear in artful stylishness: 

big lamps, flared fenders, long 
louvered hood, cut-down doors, 
wire wheels, saddle gas tank 
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Uncompromisingly o competition cor, 
the D-type, below, was to be 
reckoned with from its first time 

out, the 24 hours of Le Mons in 1954, 
when it come in less thon three 


minutes behind о bigger-engined 
Ferrari. It won the next two years and 
їп 1957 more than won, finishing first 
through fourth. A street version, the 
XK-SS, was put into work, but o fire 
destroyed the production line and 
only 16 were completed. 


IN THE OLD Days, а sex book didn’t need 
an index. It was scarce, expensive or 
illegal—usually all three—which meant 
that the book passed back and forth 
among many readers, whose sweaty hands 
smudged and dog-eared all the interest- 
ing parts. One could let it fall open 
to the spicy places or else riffle the pages 
and feel where to stop and look. How- 
ever, in these permissive times, the most 
explicit sex books are (to succumb to a 
pun) so easy to come by that any given 
copy rarely travels farther than the initial 
buyer, who must either sample the goods 
in a hitormiss fashion or read the 
whole damn book. 

This problem manifests itself most 
acutely in The Sensuous Woman (by 
“J"), which, it's estimated, is now in the 
hot hands of some 6,000,000 purchasers 
—making it some sort of record-breaking 
Number One Best Sex Seller. This is 
good, because it indicates that Ameri- 
can womankind has embarked on а he- 
roic sexualself-improvement campaign. 
What's not good is that the casual 
reader with simple prurient interest 
must plow through many pages that are 
merely informative or transitional, be- 
cause The Sensuous Woman lacks an 
index. 

So, in our wonted spirit of self-sacrifice 
and public service, we have secured, 
alter a lengthy search, one well-worn 
hardcover edition from the waiting 
room of a prominent lay analys and 
have commissioned two dedicated por- 
nophiles, Bob Abel and Michael Va 
lenti, to search out the dog-eared pages, 
underlined passages, marginal doodling 
and sweat stains, and compile a compre 
hensive index. The result is at least as 
interesting as the book and certainly a 
good deal less time consuming. Go di- 
rectly to A. 


Act of love, training for, 39 
Adultery 
and the golf pro, 174 
and the piano tuner, 173 
and the suburban doctor, 175 
in night school, 174 
supermarket managers as bad risks 
for. 175 
with grocery boys, avoidance of, 175 
with husband's associates, 176-177 
with shoe salesmen, avoidance of, 175 
with street pickups, 176 
Adventure, craving for, 20, 140 
Anal sex 
and expanding sexual horizons, 131 
and pregnancy, 131 
during menses, 131 
playing with clitoris during, 150 
reasons against, 130-131 
reasons for, 131 
relaxing the sphincter during, 130 
soreness after, 130-131 
Anilingus, 128-129 
Aphrodisiacs 
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mashed-up alligators and lizards as, 134 

para-aminobenzoic acid as, 136-137 

partridge brains as, 135 

pomegranates as, 137 

poppy seeds as, 137 

sensuous woman as, 138-139 

Spanish fly as, 137 

vitamins as, 136-137 
Appetite, sexual, 68-70 

after drinking, 70 

after masturbation, 70 

after napping, 69-70 

and the whims of your body, 70 

at outset of menses, 69 

caresses that unleash your, 70 

how to prolong your, 70 

in the afternoon, 69 

in the middle of the night, 69 

оп a full stomach, 69 

on the 15th of the month, 69 

the many moods of your, 69 
Automatic washer (see Masturbation) 
Awakening, sexual, 18 


Baby-doll outfits, 77 (sce also Exotic 
costumes) 
Bedroom. 
communication gap in, 149 
prevarication, liabilities of, in, 150 
scatology, value of, in, 149 
sincere praise, value of, in, 150 
social conversation in, 148-151 
Behind, provocative (see Derrière, big) 
Bidets, 49 
Biting, 124-125 
of buttocks, 110 
of fingernails, 19 
Blouse crumpler, 104-105 
Body English, 30 
Body painting, 85 
parties for, 90 
Bras, padded (see Falsies) 
Breasts 
applying body lotion to, 31-82 
despiser of big, 82 
fancier of big, 82 
treated as unripe grapetruits, 105 
Butterfly Flick, the (see Oral sex) 
Candles (see Masturbation) 


Carolyn 
fingernail biting, nervous habit of, 19 
first orgasm of, 19 
lack of orgasm, even tiny, in, 18 
terrific satisfaction with present lover 
of, 19 
Chinese Tickle (see Masturbation) 
Clitoris 
ambidextrous manipulation of, 47 
cleaning of, 61 
left-handed manipulation of, 47 
hthanded manipulation of, 47 
1 lenses, 82 
Coprophilia, 131 
Crabs (sec Sex, hazards of) 
Cunnilingus, 117-119 
14,288,400 positions for, 123 
Defecation (sce Coprophilia) 
Derrière, big, 57 
Eggs (sce Testides) 
Exotic costumes, 91-92 (see also Baby- 
doll outfits) 
as 18th Century French courtesan 
as gypsy fortuneteller, 91 
as harem girl, 91 
as Indian maiden, 91 
as Lolita, 91 


as obliging geisha girl, 91 
as prim schoolteacher, 91 
Falsies, 81 
Fantasies 
male, 152-155 
unwillingness of men to discuss, 
152-153 (sce also French postcards) 
Fellatio, 116-126 
Finger licking. 34 
French postcards, tasteless, 111 
Garter belts, black, 75 
Genitals, handling of, 119-124, 127 
Gimbel's basement, 17-18 
Grand Canyon, 17 
Great American tradition, 107 
“Half-Hour” Harold, 21 
Hand of God (Rodin), 17 
Harem girl (see Exotic costumes) 
Hoover, the (see Oral sex) 
Horseback riding (see Masturbation) 
Ice-cream cone 
catching each drop from an, 34 
how to catan, 33-34 
KY jelly, 42 
Laughing in bed, importance of. 150-151 
Lesbians (see Orgies) 
Licking 
honey from vagina, 132 
of anus, 128-129 
of ears, 110 
of fingers, 34 
of nipples, 113 
of testicles, 124 
Lovemaking, benefits of 
companionship, good, as, 15 
enrichment, emotional, as, 15 
enrichment, spiritual, as, 15 
orgasms, lots of, as, 14 
relaxation, muscular, as, 15 
sleep, restful, as, 15 
taxation, freedom from, as, 15 
Love muscles, strengthening the, 40 
Lover, choosing a, 163-177 
Masters and Johnson, 16, 47 
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Masturbation 
and avoiding sex, 51 
and backaches, 52 
and candles, 50 
and mons area, 42, 47 
and penis substitutes, 50 
and perseverance, 48 
and soreness, 16 
and the Chinese Tickle, 50 
and the garden hose, 49 
and the hand shower, 49 
and the Jacuzzi whirlpool bath, 49 
developing a style of your own, 47 
for the beginner, 46 
individual differences in, 42, 47 
on horseback, 50 
through direct clitoral-shaft massage, 47 
to educate the body, 41 
undeserved reputation of, 39-40 
h the automatic washer, 50 
with the vibrator of your choice, 43-46 
workouts in, 40—41 
Mate swapping, 156-161 
Men, appreciation by, 9-11 
Mouth-penis orgasm, advantages 
125-126 
Mustache, electrolysis for, 61 
Narcissism, 32 
Nightwear, wicked, 76 
Nipple 
erection, in men, 110. 


Janet, 19-20 


covered teeth technique in, 120 

cunnilingus, 117-119, 123 

fellatio, 116-126 

penis kissing in, 116 

positions for, 119, 123-124 

the Butterfly Flick, 120-121 

the Hoover, 121-122 

the Silken Swirl, 121 

the Whipped Cream Wriggle, 122-123 
Orgasm 

and direct clitoral-shaft massage, 47 

Carolyn's first, 19 

enjoying his, 183-184 

faking of, 178-182 

reaching of, in three minutes, 41 

simultaneous, myth of, 183 

through mons manipulation, 47 
Orgies 

and falling in love, 157 

and great expectations, 160 

and menstruation, 159 

and pregnancy, 160 

and the single girl, 158-159 

and women's НЬ attitudes, 160 

аз an occasional tonic, 158 

11 pointers on attending first, 159-161 

escort as first lover of evening at, 160 

etiquette at, 159-161 

impersonal climate of, 157 

Lesbians, graceful handling of, at, 160 

males, realistic view of, at, 160 

multiple partners, accommodation of, 

at, 160 
nakedness expected at, 159-160 
what to wear to, 159 


gg Overeating, 105 


Packaging, 55-64 
behind, provocation of, 58 
clitoris, cleaning of, 61 
divine legs, wearing the shortest skirts 
when you have, 56-57 
fat legs, hiding of, 56 
flat chest, disguising of, 56-57 
great bustline, cashing in on, 56 
mustache, electrolysis for, 61 
small waist and wide hips, cure for, 56 
underwear, sans safety pins, 58 
Panties 
absence of, in public, 89-90 
use of wicked, 37 
Pelvic wriggling, 113-116 
Penis 
big rubber, 50 
chewing, 122 
enticement of, 115 
kissing of, 116 
sucking a semi-erea, 121-122 
taste of, 119, 150 
Pilgrims, sex life of (see Great 


American tradition) 
Rectal intercourse (see Anal sex) 
Role playing (sce Baby-doll outfits, Exotic 
costumes) 
Seductive clothing, 75—77, 86-93 
black bikini in mirrored bedroom, suc- 
«ess of, 88 
sans panties, allure of, 89-00 
Sensuality, male, clues to, 102-106 
Sex, 1-192 
Sex, hazards of 
antiseptic Hilton Hotels, resort to, be- 
cause of, 66 
buggy villas, sleeping in, as, 66 
crabs as, 66 
pregnancy as, 64 
V.D. lying in wait as, 64-65 
Sexual locale 
and danger, 143-145 
balloon as, 144 
bath filled with Jell-O as, 145 
chandelier as, 142 
church choir loft as, 144 
department-store window as, 144 
deserted theater stage as, 141 


Eames chair as, 141 
floor 
under bed as, 141 
under dining-room table as, 141 
four-seater plane as, 141 
in combat, 144-145 
ladies room of Harvard Club as, 144 
marble coffee table as, 141 
office, behind closed blinds and locked 
door, as, 143 
Philharmonic Hall as, 144 
pool table as, 142 
swimming pool as, 141 
Tomb of Unknown Soldier as, 144 
en Swirl, the (see Oral sex) 
Sixty-nine, 128 
Soixante-neuf (see Sixty-nine) 
Sphincter (see Anal sex) 
Sue 
big-boned and chunky nature of, 21 
dream man, seduction of, 23-24 
immorality and happiness of, 21 
impossible dates of, 21 
Italian beds, whole summer spent in, 
LEE 
Ohio record for sitting home alone on 
Saturday nights of, 21 
Palermo, Italy, first sexual experience 
in, 22 
‘Tactile memory 
of cracker, 29 
of dish of tepid water, 29 
of feathers, 29 
of fur hat, 29 
of leather glove, 29 
of powder puff, 29 
of rolling pin, 29 
of velveteen pincushion, 29 
Tactile sense, sharpening your, 20-30 
Testicles 
licking of, 124 
treated with delicacy of eggs, 124 
Toe wiggling, 31 
Tongue, 32-34, 112-113, 119-124, 129 
Clockwise and counterclockwise motion 
of, 33 
importance of, 32 
sucking of, 113 
touching the chin with, 33 
touching the tip of the nose with, 33 
Topless hostess (at home), 90 
Twiggy, 27 
n (sec Coprophilia) 
licking honey from, 132 
Vaseline, 42 
Vibrator 
and fantasy life, 45 
and masturbation, 43-46 
battery-operated, 43 
choosing a, 43-44 
four-attachment model, 44 
Scandinavian model, 43 
types of, 43-44 
Vision in bed (see Contact lenses) 
Voice, sexy, sce speech therapist for, 
63-64 
Welch, Raquel, 32 
Whipped Cream Wriggle (see Oral sex) 
Whips and chains, 131 
Wig slippage, 78-79 


GREAT 
WHITE 
ES 


a pair of lightweight contenders vie 
for warm-weather fashion honors 


BACK IN THE SPRING of 1967, we previewed 
a white two-button and predicted a return 
to favor of that classic cooler—the ice-cream 
suit. Since then, more and more males have 
developed а taste for vanilla, and this sum- 
mer, the white suit—in a variety of styles 
—has really come into its own as an all- 
important facet of the urban gentleman's 
wardrobe. Best of all, today's look is casual, 
ultracomfortable and easy to care for—so 
now's the time to join the white brigade. 


The well-dressed fellow with peach and pooch 
has moved to the white in o polyester ond Fortrel 
double-knit stroightlegged suit, $90, worn with 
multiprint cotton shirt, $12, both by McGregor. 


The romontically inclined gent, above, takes his 


ease in a shirt suit comprised of an open-weave 
cotton button-front pullover with full sleeves, 
$18, and Docron ond cotton straightlegged 
slocks, $25, both by McGregor; worn with Mo- 
roccan studded leather belt, by Canterbury, $15. 


PRODUCED BY WALTER HDLMES/ PHOTOGRAPHY BY ALEXAS URBA 


h 


\ 


ет / 


тт” м 


PLAYBOY 


100 


JAGUAR STORY |...) 


‘That cold rainy day I was there, the hush 
of the place was oddly broken by an organ 
tuner striking again and again a boom- 
ing chord in E-flat and shouting across 
the nave to his apprentice; outside, the 
trafics remote rumble. Coventry is in 
the Midlands, and in the Midlands they 
make machines. That was why the Ger- 
mans went there in 1940, and that's why 
people have gone there since: to bring 
dollars, kroner, francs, Jire in exchange 
for machines and, if they think of it, to 
look at the cathedral as they go away. 
But they go for machines. Automobiles, 
many of them, and best known among 
these, the Jaguar. 

It’s dose to 50 years now since the 
Jaguars beginning—as а motorcycle 
sidecar built at the rate of one a week by 
a William Walmsley, who put the thing 
together, and his sister, who upholstered 
it. Walmsleys sidecar was a good one, 
octagonal in form, polished aluminum 
over ash. and it attracted а partner, 
William Lyons. They incorporated as 
Swallow Sidecar, projected the prodi- 
gious output of ten units a week and hit 
the banks for £1000. They prospered, 
and when they abandoned the sidecar 
business, they had pushed production to 
500 a week. 

In the middle Twenties, to reduce the 
automobile thing to absurd simplicity, 
there were two kinds: custom-built lu 
ury cars, dazzling in the elegant var 
of their bodywork, and the rest. 
rest were offthe- peg sedans and touring 
cars, for the most part—utilitarian, good 
value for money, some of them, and 
ugly as sin. Obviously, there was a nas- 
cent market among upward-strivers who 
couldn't afford a Rolls-Royce, nor the 
two front wheels and the radiator off 
one, if it came to that, but who de- 
plored the small status conferred by 
ownership of an Austin Seven. To buy 
cheap chassis and build attractive bodies 
on them was a notion that had occurred 
to others besides Walmsley and Lyons, 
but not many were to do it as well as 
They built on the Austin, Fiat, 
rd and Swift chassis, and flour- 
ished. When the Depression of 1931 hi 
they picked up a new segment of 
people who had to come down an eco- 
nomic notch or two but hated to be 
obvious about it. 

The bodies were attractive—they ran 
to split windshields, external sun visors, 
wire wheels and good options in two- 
tone paint jobs—but the running gear 
under them was never up to the per- 
formance the coachwork seemed to 
promise. Lyons made a deal with the 
Standard Motor Company for its 16- 
horsepower Ensign model, which ran a 
т engine of adequate if not stun- 
ning performance. Standard agreed to 
modify the 16 by adding three inches to 
the wheelbase and stuffing in a higher 


axle ratio for more top speed—and, of 
course, less acceleration. The frame was 
underslung and the engine was set back 
seven inches. The first body Lyons erect- 
ed on this chassis was a tight-fitting 
fourpasenger two-door hardtop coupe, 
blind rear quarters carrying fake landau 
irons. The hood was tremendously long 
and this alone, according to the fashion 
dictates of the time, spelled potency. In 
fact, the car was deplorably slow getting 
under way and would do just 70 miles 
an hour flat-out in fourth gear. But that 
didn’t matter. It looked great and the 
price was almost incredible: £310, then 
worth $1400. This was the $5-1, the sen- 
sation of the 1931 London auto show and 
sire of the Wunderwagens that were 10 
follow it—the XK-120, the C-type. the 
D-type, the XK-E, the XJ-6 and the new 
12-cylinder just now on the world market. 

The SS] and 58-11 passenger cars 
were backed up by sports models—SS- 
90, SS-100—because Lyons, whose grasp 
of the fundamentals has never been less 
than brilliant, knew that competition 
effort was vital to sales, particularly in 
Europe and particularly then. A good 
55-100 would do 100 mph and the model 
had notable successes in rallies, hill 
climbs and sportscar races. An SS-100 
won the International Alpine Trial of 
1936 (and again in 1948) and the 1937 
Royal Automobile Club Rally. The car 
would not only run, it had visual appeal 
to burn—a happy amalgam of the de- 
sign points that were the desiderata of 
the day: big flatlens headlights, flaring 
fenders, louvers all over the hood, curved 
dashboard carrying saucersized main in- 
struments, a saddle gas tank hung astern. 
Only a few SS-100s were made and the 
survivors are classics. 

In the middle Thirties, Lyons decided 
(Walmsley had retired) that the cars 
needed something more than SS for iden- 
tification. (Incidentally, no one now re- 
members what SS stood for: Swallow 
Sidecar or Standard Swallow or Swallow 
Special.) Animal and bird names were in 
vogue at the time, and he chose Jaguar 
for that reason and because it had been 
the mame of a good aircraft engine. The 
cars were SS Jaguars from then until 
after the war, when Nazi Germany had 
given the initials (Schutzstaffel) ап un- 
happy connotation. The car has been 
Jaguar since. To give the first SS Jaguar 
the performance its appearance called 
for, Lyons had asked the designer Harry 
Weslake to modify Standard's side-valve 
engine into an overhead-camshaft unit 
and had brought in W. M. Heynes to 
oversce engineering, the beginning of an 
enduring association with the company 
for both men, Heynes was a vice-chairman 
when he retired, full of honors, in 1969. 
Like the SSI that had gone before it, 
the new SS Jaguar sedan looked more 
expensive than it was: A poll of dealers 


at its introduction showed an average 
price guess of £632, but the sticker was 
only £385 ($1885). The model was an- 
other smash success (it was called the poor 
man’s Bentley, sometimes admiringly, 
sometimes not and when everything 
stopped in September 1939, the firm was 
turning out 250 cars a week. 

When war work was over (repairing 
bombers, building the fusclage for the 
Meteor, Britain's first jet, making army 
sidecars, 10,000 trailers and so on), 
Lyons got back into automobile produc 

n quicker than most, being under 
way in July 1945, The factory had been 
bombed, of course, but not wiped 
out, First cars off the line were prewar 
models and it was 1948 before a new 
one came along: the Mark У. sedan or 
convertible, 2.5- or 3.5liter engine. It 
was the first Jaguar to have independent 
front suspension and hydraulic brakes; 
it was the first Jaguar most Americans 
saw, and they liked it. It was no ball of 
fire in performance and it had irritating 
detail flaws (for one, a heater that 
couldn't cope with a brisk autumn day 
in Connecticut, never mind a Minnesota 
winter). Still, the imported-car mystique 
was new and wonderful then and, like 
all the Jaguars that had gone before it 
and most of those that were to follow, it 
lifted the psyche, roused the spirits and 
made Buick owners feel somehow slob- 
by. But the Mark V was really an inter- 
im device. Long:laid plans were about to 
spring into reality. 

The XK-120 Jaguar was first scen in 
the London auto show of 1948, Comp. 
makers looked and knew despair. They 
wished they had left their things on 
the transporters. In John Blunsden's his- 
tory of Jaguar: “Overnight it rendered 
obsolete all previous conceptions of 
what constituted a massproduced sports 
car . . . by combining refinement and 
comfort with outstanding good looks 
and a brilliant performance, all at the 
staggeringly low price of £998 [$4000] 

- it couldn't fail to become one of the 
great sportscar successes of all time. 

A new car, a really new car, is a rare 
thing. Sheet metal curved up instead of 
down or in instead of out has masked 
y an old bucket, and new technical 
features are usually only so called: The 
historians will tell you, and prove it, 
that the Himmelstadt had a three-way 
bronze-bushed gitzel valve in 1908. The 
XK-120 was a new machine not just in 
single variants on ancient themes but in 
total being: It was a high-performance 
automobile, good-looking and comlort- 
able, purchasable for less than half the 
$10,000 that equivalent performance 
alone was supposed to cost. And it was 
remarkable, in a way, that it had sur- 
faced in England, home of generations 
of drivers who were prepared to pay for 
speed and handling in agonies of cart 
springi wind in the face, wet feet 

(continued on page 154) 


“A penny for your carnal thoughts, Pop.” 
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оп minibike and horseback in 


the rugged rockies around denver, 
miss july Loves that 
top-of-the-world feeling 


TRAILBLAZING 
BUNNY 


HEATHER VAN EVERY is understandably high on Denver, where the 19th step 
of the Colorado Capitol building is exactly one mile above sea level and 
the sky seems a distant, azure dome. Denver has been her home ever since 
she moved West from Chicago with her family when she four, and 
she feels no desire to move again. “105 so unlike other cities. It's big 
enough, but it doesn't seem to close in on you. You can feel the country- 
side around you. The air is clean. I love it.” For over a year, 19-year- 
old Heather has worked as a Bunny in the Denver Playboy Club, where 
she’s welcomed keyholders at the door, worked in the Gift Shop and 
played bumper pool. She enjoys the job and expects to stay with it. 
But, unlike many of the other cottontails, she doesn’t see Bunnyhood as 
a steppingstone to something else. “I don't have any modeling plans. I 
don't want to act. I guess I don’t have any driving ambitions or dreams. 
Like a lot of girls, I plan to get married and raise a family. Careers are 
fine for some women, but I’m not one of them. I just like to take things 
one day at a time. And enjoy what's available around here.” For Heather, 
that includes skiing; Aspen and Vail are within easy driving range for ski 
weekends, and the surrounding countryside is tailor-made for her other 
pastimes: riding horses and trail-biking across the high plateau around 
Denver, through foothills and valleys that meander into the Rockies loom- 
ing blue and formidable on the horizon. In this pristine terrain, with its 
spruce forests and rocky streams, Heather rides, explores and lingers in 
the vast quiet and solitude. “I'll never get over a sort of awe for this place. 
It’s so big that you just feel swallowed by it all. You can feel lost even 
when you're not.” On fishing and camping trips, she takes advantage of 
the opportunity to savor the companionship of friends, to breathe the air, 
to cook trout—caught fresh from the clear mountain water—over an open 
fire, to sit around the embers and talk. “I’m not wild about fishing, but 
my dates usually are. So if they'll bait the hook, I'll do my part. I'm better 
at the cooking. That I like.” At home, Miss July paints—mostly landscapes 
—does simple wood carvings, reads, listens to rock and watches reruns of 
The Avengers. Sometimes she just daydreams. “I'm not one of those people 
who are always in motion, always domg something or planning something. 
I guess some people would say I’m lazy; but I wouldn't want it any other 
way." Perhaps the alütude explains her attitude: Miss Van Every is a 
girl who clearly enjoys living with her lovely head literally in the clouds. 


Miss July is а cycling enthusiast who likes to get out to the foothills around Denver 
whenever she can. After Heather's brother Craig and friend Mark help unload her 
off-road minibike from the bed of a trailer, she checks her crash helmet for fit. 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY DAVID CHAN 


Alone and off the beaten trail, Heather settles dawn to enjoy the worm day and the soft grass. “1I really like to get away and just 
sit. Not ta think abaut anything in particular, just to relax in the mountain cir." This day is pleasant enaugh far her to stretch out far 
оп allover tan before she bikes back ta the bays for the ride into town and her evening stint as о Bunny ol the Denver Playboy Club. 


K | 


Back in the city, Craig draps Heather aff at the entrance ta the Club, where she meets Bunnies Lynda (left) and Kay. Miss July changes, 
applies a few final strokes af eye liner and reports ta the flaar for a friendly game of bumper paol with a keyhalder. “It’s just the right 
job far me. | get to move araund and talk ta all sorts af interesting people; it's less like working thon being a hostess at a party.” 
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“I don't plan an staying a career girl 
—but then, I'm nat really one for 
planning ahead. Living each day 

as it comes is more my style.” 


PLAY BOY’S PARTY JOKES 


Sining ai ше breakfast table, the wife com- 
mented to her husband, “After I drink my 
coffee in the morning, I feel ten years younger.” 

“Next time,” he replied, "try a cup jus 
before you go to bed." 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines furtined 
athletic supporter as ballto-ball carpeting. 


As he approached a well-known prostitute in 
a bar, the man inquired about her usual price. 
“Twenty dollars lying down,” she said, “or 
twelve dollars standing up.” 

“Why the difference?” he asked. 

“My hairdresser's fee.” 


Moa 


The pretty young thing slowly flipped through 
the pages of a women’s fashion magazine. Sud- 
denly, she remarked, “You know, this is the 
first time I've been ahead of the styles—t've 
had hot pants for years.” 


A research assistant who had conducted a sex 
survey phoned one of the participating hus- 
bands and said, "Sir, there's a discrepancy in 
your answers Under “Frequency of Inter- 
course,” you've put “Twice a week,’ while your 
wrote “Several times nightly.’ " 

“Yes, that’s right,” replied the man, “but 
that's only until we get the second mortgage 
оп our house paid off.” 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines chastity 
belt as a pubic defender. 


We know a bartender who declares, in his 
best W. C. Fields voice, that not only is the cost 
of living higher but most of it is hardly fit to 
dri 


А passionate girl from Madrid 
Once had an affair with a squid. 
She said, “I've tried eels 
And disported with scals, 
But once you've been squid, you've been did.” 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines oral-genital 
relations as being head over heels in love. 


The rather matronly lady was discussing her 
vacation plans with a friend. “Last year it was 
the Riviera, and my husband had the time of 
his life. The year before that it was London, 
and he swore he'd never enjoyed himself more. 
You know, this year I think I'd better go with 
him,” 


And, of course, you've heard about the cute 
secretary who preferred tall men because the 
bigger they are, the harder they ball. 


After the board of censors had viewed the film 
it was to vote on, one member stood up and 
said, “I think I can speak for the entire board 
when I request another showing of the revolting 

ith the midget, the giraffe and the three 


ionary defines contracep- 
live foam as population balm. 


The handsome young fellow had just made tor 
rid love to an older, more experienced woman. 
Turning over and lighting a cigarette, he 
“Now, that’s what I call a generation gap. 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines engagement 
as a negotiated piece. 


Closing her book, the little girl asked her 
mother, “Mommy, do all fairy tales begin with 
“Once upon a time . . <?” 

“No, dear," her mother whispered, “some- 
times they start with ‘Sweetheart, ГЇЇ be working 
а little late at the office tonight. . . .” 


There once was a miss from Wake Forest 
Who had a gigantic clitoris. 

Most people, you see, 

Thought her name was Maric, 
But her intimates knew her as Horace. 


A distraught newlywed rushed into a psychia- 

ist’s office and begged for help. “Since the 
p." he explained anxiously, “my sexual 
appetite has become insatiable. I have relations 
with my wife at least six times a night, but that's 
not enough!” 

The doctor thought about the problem for 
a moment and then asked, “Would you consider 
having an affair?” 

“I've got one going now that’s good for three 
more times a week,” sobbed the patient, “and 
I want more! 

“Good Lord!” exclaimed the analyst. “You've 
got to get hold of yourself! 
“I do,” the man shrieked, 
even that doesn't help!” 


wice a night; but 


Heard a good one lately? Send it on а post- 
card, please, to Party Jokes Editor, PLAYBOY, 
Playboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, 
MI. 60611. $50 will be paid to the contributor 
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned. 
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“My encounter group turned into а gang-bang.” 


n 
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article By RICHARD M.KOFF wii THE CAREFUL DISREGARD of 
their respective governments, two dozen eminent men were gathered 
last June in one of the great old grande luxe Swiss hotels. They strode 
familiarly down wide, carpeted halls—an Italian industrialist, а Bel- 
gian banker, two university presidents, a professor at MIT, the director 
of a major Swiss research institute, a Japanese nuclear physicist, a 
science advisor to an international economics organization, several 
economists whose pessimism, if quoted in the press, could cause a stock- 
market crash. 

They moved purposefully toward a conference room. They did not 
drift, though side conversations delayed several members of the execu- 
live committee. Their one common characteristic was a certain firm- 
ness about the lips and jaw indicating an intention to get things 
done. They were activists in the most responsible meaning of the term. 
Each had been invited to join the group, called the Club of Rome, by 
its founder, Aurelio Peccei, himself a member of the management 
committee of Fiat, vice-president of Olivetti and managing director of 
Italconsult. Each served quietly, without compensation nor even paid 
expenses, as a full-fledged member. 

They represented the best analy 
siderable influence to make funds available if a promising approach 
could be found to stop the suicidal roller coaster man now rides. Their 
concern during the two days in Bern was formidably titled A Project 
on the Predicament of Mankind. The predicament is simply stated: 
World population is growing by 70,000,000 people every year. This i 
the fastest growth in man’s history, and the rate is still accelerating. We 
will number four billion in 1975 and, if current trends continue, we can 
expect to reach eight billion well before the year 2000. This populatior 
is making more and more demands on its environment. We are taking 
fresh water out of the ground roughly twice as fast as natural processes 
replace it. The demand for electric power in the U. S. is doubling every 
ten years, and most power comes from the heavily polluting combus- 
tion of coal. We are building 10,000,000 cars a year—twice as many as 
we made only 17 years ago, and cars burn gasoline, grind rubber tires 
to dust, wear asbestos brakes into an acrid powder. 

Until 1970, these figures were considered proud evidence of prog- 
ress. After all, it was reasoned, if power demands, automobile production 
and water consumption are increasing even faster than population, 
then the standard of living of each individual must be improving; and 
for the advanced countries, this is certainly true. Edward C. Banfield, 
professor of urban government at Harvard, wrote a few years ago: “The 
plain fact is that the overwhelming majority of city dwellers live more 
comfortably and more conveniently than ever before. They have more 
and better housing, more and better schools, more and better transpor- 
tation, and so on. By any conceivable measure of material welfare, the 
present generation of urban Americans is, on the whole, better off than 


1 minds of the world, with con- 
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any other large group of people has ever 
been anywhere.” 

Irs not surprising, then, that the in- 
dustrialized nations consider progress 
synonymous with economic growth and 
that the underdeveloped nations share 
that article of faith. The world wants 
and expects more people, more and fast- 
er jet planes, more television sets, more 
dishwashers. If one car in the garage is 
good, two must be better. 

But consider the price of this plenty: 
Death due to lung cancer and bron- 
chitis is doubling every ten years. The 
U.S. incidence of emphysema has dou- 
bled in the past five years. Crime in large 
cities has also doubled in the past five 
years. 

Population biologist Paul Ehrlich de- 
scribes an experiment in which a pair of 
fruit flies is put into a milk bottle with 
a small amount of food. In a matter of 
days, the population of fruit flies has 
multiplied to the point where the bottle 
is black with them. Then the limited 
food and their own effluvia raise the 
death rate, and the population drops 
suddenly down to zero. After 10,000 years 
of uninhibited propagation, mankind is 
beginning to sense the confines of its 
bottle. Man is beginning to realize that 
he's going to have to stop multiplying 
his numbers and gobbling up his world 
ind do it soon—because if the deci- 
sion isn't made by him, it will be made 
for him һу the laws of mathematics and 
nature. 

The trouble is that man has never 
been very successful in controlling the 
destruction of community property. We 
have laws that keep a man from raping 
his neighbor's daughter, but we have few 
that keep him from despoiling his ай 


We have tried governmental action to 
remedy social ills before, but, аз Banfield 
writes, “Insofar as they have any effect 


is, on the 


оп the serious problems, 
whole, to aggravate them.” 

This was the “predicament” facing the 
Club of Rome that June day. MIT 
professor Jay W. Forrester was a rela- 
tively new member of the club. He was 
lean, graying and spoke with the dry, 
didactic factuality of the trained lectur- 
er, His theory was startling in its direct- 
ness—that governmental inadequacy is 
an example of predictable and consist- 
ently self-defeating human behavior, His 
studies had suggested that the human 
mind is not adapted to interpreting the 
behavior of social systems. that human 
judgment and intuition were created, 
trained and naturally selected to look 
only in the immediate past for the cause 
of a problem. The hot stove burns the 
finger, not the curiosity that made one 
reach out to touch it. 

All human solutions tend to be that. 


simplistic. We see thousands of people 
in ratinfested, leakyroofed tenements. 
Our traditional answer has been to 
tear down the tenements and put up 
large, low-income housing projects. The 
Pruitt-Igoe project in St. Louis was built 
to solve this problem and now 26 11- 
story glascand-concrete apartment build- 
ings are being boarded up a scant 15 
years after they were built—and long 
before they were paid for. Vandalism, 
Physical deterioration and an impossible 
job of maintaining essential services 
made the project a social, architectural 
and financial disaster. Elevators stalled, 
windows were broken faster than they 
could be replaced, residents were assault- 
ed in the halls, apartments were broken 
into and doors never repaired. The 
poorest of the poor refused to live there 
and vacancies bed even as surround- 
ing housing became more scarce. The 
buildings now stand vacant as monu- 
ments to governmental waste. 

Our streets and highways are bumper 
to bumper with cars, so our answer has 
been wider and longer highways. But 
more highways attract more traffic, until 
the density is the same as—if not worse 
than—before. No highway system has 
ever caught up with the traffic it carries. 
When a rapid-transit system is in finan- 
cial trouble, fares are raised to produce 
more income. But this only persuades 
more people to use cars, which clog the 
roads even more and provide less net 
income to the transit system. And it 
takes longer to drive through a modern 
city іп a 800-horsepower automobile than 
it did in a onehorsepower buggy 100 
years ago. 

Forrester had his first hint of this 
social nearsightedness while analyzing 
corporate problems. “Time after time, 
we have gone into a corporation which 
having severe and well-known dif 


ficulties—such as a falling market share, 
low profitability or instability of em- 


ployment,” he says. “We find that 
people perceive correcly what they are 
trying to accomplish. People can give 
rational reasons for their actions They 
are usually trying in good conscience to 
solve the major difficulties. Policies are 
being followed on the presumption that 
they will alleviate the difficulties. In 
many instances, it then emerges that the 
known policies describe a system which 
actually causes the troubles. The known 
and intended practices of the organiza- 
tion are fully sufficient to create the 
difficulty, regardless of what happens 
outside the company. A downward spi- 
ral develops in which the presumed so- 
lution makes the 
thereby causes redoubling of the pre- 
sumed solution.” 

The same destructive behavior ap- 


ану worse and 


peared when Forrester studied the solu- 
tions to urban problems. Actions taken 
to improve conditions in a city actually 
make matters worse. The construction of 
low-cost housing such as the Pruitt- 
lgoe project eventually produces more 
depressed areas and tenements, because 
permits higher population densities 
and accommodates more low-income pop- 
ulation than can find jobs. А social 
trap is created in which excess low-cost 
housing attracts low-income people to 
places where even their low incomes 
cannot be maintained. “If we were mali- 
cious and wanted to create urban slums, 
trap low-income people in ghetto areas 
and increase the number of people on 
welfare, we could do little better than 
follow the present policies," says Forres- 


ter. And, further, “The belief that more 
money will solve urban problems has 
taken attention away from correcting the 
underlying causes and has instead al- 


lowed the problems to grow to che li 
of the available money, whatever that 
amount might be.” 

Forrester's approach differs from that 
of ecologists, economists or demogra- 
phers, because he does not narrow his 
attention to a single, specific cause-and- 
effect relationship. In his study, he was 
trying to make an all-encompassing, 
quantitative measure of the city as a so- 
cial and biological system. It is a macro- 
cosmic view that weaves the statistics of 
birth and death with the economics of 
mass production, variations in the job 
market with the realities of real-estate- 
investment returns. It is a complex, 
highly interrelated system of analysis 
that recognizes that you cannot break a 
city down into its component parts with- 
out distortion so extreme as to make the 
effort useless. 

He had never tried to analyre the 
entire world, but his studies of the dy- 
namics of corporations and of cities 
showed why programs begun in good 
faith worked out as badly as they often 
did. Why shouldn't the method be ex- 
panded to deal with the dynamics of the 
whole world system? 

When men of action agree, obstacles 
disappear. A European foundation was 
happy to make a sizable grant to sup- 
port the project. Two months later, un- 
der the direction of Professor Dennis 
Meadows, a team of mine researchers at 
MIT was being recruited to examine 
Forrester's theories in detail, expand the 
analysis and sce what mankind could do 
to avoid the seemingly inevitable. As 
this article is written, almost a year into 
the project, it is confirming everything 
Forrester predicted. 

Starting with cause-and-effect relation- 
ships he was sure of, Meadows went to 
the specialists for evaluations of exact, 

(continued on page 206) 


PICK OF THE DAY SAILERS 


article By BILL ROBINSON a seasoned yachtsman charts a variety 
of courses through the sparkling world of small sailing craft 


“TO COMPARE WOMEN AND THE SEA 15 an ancient practice," wrote Carleton Mitchell, winner of many 
trophies and distinguished chronicler of sailing, when we asked what the sport meant to him. “Those 
dedicated to both cannot think of wide waters and the craft that ply them as other than feminine. 
What else could be so fascinating, so capricious, so challenging, so capable of evoking pleasure? 
“Sailing сап be likened 10 soaring, to skiing, to surfing: It has the swoop, the surge, the silent 
glide. There is the elation of being in harmony with the elements, of physical mastery of forces that 
can overwhelm, should judgment or response be faulty. A wondrous sense of being as {ree as the wind 
itself comes once the mooring is dropped. The sailor is quite literally on his own. Even the smallest 
boat affords an escape from steaming pavements, clogged highways and electronic razzmatazz. 
“Perhaps it is this that, in part, makes sailing at any level of competence a delight. Each experi 
different and there are always new horizons beckoning. Begin with a (continued on page 120) 
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dinghy on an inland creek: The 
creek widens into a river and the 
river empties into a bay, in turn opening 
onto the oceans of the world, The din- 
ghy becomes a day sailer, a midget cabin 
cruiser, eventually, perhaps, a racing yawl 
Bermudabound or a sturdy home afloat 
running down the trades toward distant 
atolls. At each stage there is a carry-over 
of skills. Most experienced helmsmen 
agree that a beginner is better off start- 
ing small to acquire the true feel of, and 
for, a boat. 

“Even for the neophyte, the pleasures 
are immediate and the paths that open 
are infinite. Once afloat, each individual 
will set his own course. Rare is the body 
of water that does not offer competition 
round the buoys or to the other shore. 
Launched on a racing carcer, the day 
sailor never need worry about what to 
do with his weekends—nor the rest of 
his spare time. Those who like their 
leisure less hectic will discover that the 
word cruising is as varied in its context 
as the temperament of its practitioner. 
It can mean a picnic lunch in the cock- 
pit or swinging to an anchor on after- 
noons or weekends in a pine- or palm-girt 
cove, far from familiar haunts. 

“In time, memories will run the gamut 
from lazy drifts on a silver sea to hard 
windward beats with spray rhythmically 
cascading aft. There will have been sum- 
mer dips over the side, body and spirit 
unfettered, and swathed late-fall dashes 
for a protected harbor, where the skip- 
pers consolation began with a hot but- 
tered rum in that snuggest of sanctuaries, 
a small cruiser's cabin or even a tarpaulin- 
covered cockpit. Recollections of muzzling 
a flogging jib on a slippery foredeck will 
be balanced by the quict satisfaction of 
threading a narrow channel in fog, the 
intricacies of navigation mastered. 

“In its more extreme forms, such as 
ocean racing, the urge that drives the 
sailor has been compared to the compul- 
sion that impels others to climb distant, 
difficult mountains. No galleries rise to 
applaud. Only the individual is aware of 
feats of skill or daring. Sai 
than a sport. It is a passion 


The definition of a day sailer is not 
precise. One man's day sailing may con- 
sist of hanging by s at the 
end of a trapeze while icy water sluices 
over his wet suit; another's could just as 
well be drifting along in a well-appoint- 
ed bathtub, feet on rim and beer in 
hand. In general. though. a day sailer is 
an easily handled boat that is пог big— 
nor elaborate—enough to support life 
for an extended period of time (seldom 
longer than overnight). It should be 
comfortable and offer enjoyment to the 
seaman who has a feel for how a boat 
should react under sail. A day sailer isn't 
ntended for serious racing, 


though a number of classes can and do 
perform well in competition. 

Now, that’s a definition that some 
might compare in scope and daring to, 
perhaps, being for motherhood and the 
flag. But it does have one virtue: It 
allows us to consider a fairly 
of interesting boats that can legitimately 
be labeled day sailers. In fact, there is 
even a boat with the trade name Day 
Sailer that's so typical of the breed she's 
virtually a definition in herself. The 
lady is an Loa. (length overall) 16/9 
fiberglass sloop, designed by the British 
nautical wizard Uffa Fox, an old sailing 
buddy of the Duke of Edinburgh. Her 
other dimensions are Lw.l (length on 
the water line) 16, beam (width) 673”, 
draft ( tration of hull below water 
linc) minimum 7” to maximum 3'9”, sa. 
(sail area of regular sail or sails) 145 sq. 
fu, plus a spinnaker and a centerboard (a 
retractable form of keel). 

Since the design was introduced in the 
late Fifties, more than 5000 Day Sailers 
have been sold, As an indication of the 
ratio of day sailing to racing, about 700 
of these have been registered with а 
formal organization of owners who want 
to race. The Day Sailer has a list price of 
$2115, including sails, which means an in- 
vesunent of about $2300 by the time the 
owner takes delivery. If he wants an 
outboard motor, that will add $200-5400 
to the price. The Day Sailer is able on all 
points of sailing without being a hot 
boat. Although she'd be left far astern 
by a racing machine such as a 5-0-5 or a 
Thisde (onedesign racing boats in the 
same genera range), she's relatively 
dry and stable їп breezes under 20 
knots, with a comfortable cockpit and a 
stowage arca under the cuddy forward. 
The Day Sailer is a good boat in which 
to spend a lazy time, feet up on the 
coaming, enjoying the sun, the breeze 
and a beautiful first mate; and, actually, 
that's what day sailing is all about. 

If you want a little more privacy, the 
latest model of the Day Sailer (Day Sail- 
er I; $2115, including sails) has been 
altered to make the cuddy into an en 
closed cabin that sleeps two. Given the 
boats over-all dimensions, this doesn't 
exactly resemble a suite at the Plaza, 
but the desire to step up and improve is 
a strong one and even day-sailing devo- 
tees are thinking more and more of 
combining daytime activities with night- 
time fun and games afloat 

Sailboats make up the fastest-growing 
category in the boating industry. (In the 
slowdown year of 1970, only sailboats. 
and canoes continued to show sales 
gains) Many of these boats are classed 
as racing craft—and only on ocasion 
are they used for something other than 
serious racing, even though many of 
the most popular racing classes, such 


as the aforementioned Thistle, the 
Lightning or the Snipe, were originally 
intended as combination racer-day sail- 
ers. Boats in the Olympic category, nota- 
bly the Flying Dutchman, Finn, Star, 
Tempest, Dragon and Soling, and other 
hotshots such as the International 14, 
OK Dinghy, Comet, M-16, M-20, Fireball, 
Windmill, Y-Flyer and many catamaran 
classes are meant strictly for racing. There 
is no law to prevent you from taking one 
ощ and day sailing to your hearts con- 
tent, but very few people do. They are 
almost all dry-sailed; that is, stored out 
of water between races to prevent the 
hulls from soaking up moisture and to 
keep their bottoms smooth, slick and 
shiny. 

1—5 a nuisance to launch a boat and 
extremely tiring to haul it out after a 
sailing afternoon of sun, dunk and 
drink, Thus, many of the boats that are 
dassed as day sailers first and possible 
racing boats second are those that can 
be moored, This doesn't mean they have 
no racing potential; when campaigned, 
they're usually handled with all the ex- 
pertise of an Olympic class, but the 
between-races potential of these boats is 
much greater. Whether racing or day 
sailing, they provide fun with a minimum 
of fuss and preparation. And though 
they are usually sailed from "wet мог 
age,” most small day sailers can be trailed 
behind a passenger car for a quick change. 
of horizons. 

Besides the stock boat, there are a few 
things to consider in the area of addi- 
tional equipment. Every boat should, of 
course, have the basic gear required 
both by law and by common sense. Life 
jackets or buoyant cushions for every 
passenger, foghorn, lights for night oper- 
ation and a fire extinguisher if you use 
an outboard—all are required. The laws 
vary according to local area, size of boat, 
type of auxiliary power and the body of 
water. In addition, at least one anchor, 
mooring lines, bout hook, bucket, swab, 
paddle, first-aid kit and a basic set of 
tools are necessary on all but the sim 
plest type of board boat. A good radio 
for receiving local weather reports while 
out on the water is also recommended, 
as well as a Government chart of the 
waters you're sailing. Binocu 
helpful in picking out navigational aids 
and landmarks—and for checking out 
the first mates on nearby craft. 

Many a day voyage has been saved 
by proper protection from too much sun 
and by a light jacket or a foul-weather 
coat for that lateafternoon change in 
weather. Few day sailers are large enough 
to have builtin ice chests, so a portable 
cooler will add to your joys afloat. It is 
also wise to note that very few have 
toilet facilities and some provision for 

(continued on page 171) 


rs are 


met Natividad Abascal, 

who is a high-fashion model—as 
any fool can tell from these 
photos—when she came in to au- 
dition for my new movie, Ba- 
nanas. We were looking for an 
old, white-haired man to play the 
part of Gramps in what someone 
with a macabre sense of humor 
(1 believe it was I) called the 
script; but as she talked and bent 
over, | was suddenly inspired to 
rewrite the part. She was cast as 
a Lotin-American revolutionary. | 
play Fielding Mellish, a products 
tester who joins the revolution. 
Right, throwing myself into the 
of my role, | do a little 
testing that Naty finds revolting. 


1 like Naty because, as a пойме 
of Spain, she possesses Old 
World values, and her skin falls 
into extremely good conjunction 
with her bones and muscle tissue. 
Below, Natividad appears pen- 
sive as she relives in her mind 
moments of loveploy the two 
of us had indulged in only mi 

utes before. If Naty's 11 brothers 
read this, l'm only kidding; if 
her twin sister reads this, what's 
it to you? I wos, in actual fact, 
a person of some awe for Naty, 
as | was directing her in her 
first movie, and we had many a 
chat over films and their socio- 
psychological significance before 
she tumed me in to the police, 


how a high-fashion model from seville was chosen to appear in a new film comedy written by 


woody allen, directed by woody allen and starring woody allen, a really modest human being 


“PLL PUT YOUR NAME IN 


LIGHTS, NATIVIDAD ABASCAL” 
humor By WOODY ALLEN 


Before Naty signed her movie 
contract, | told her about the 


sexual obligation thot wes а 
part af the job of ony actress 
who worked with me. 1 still recoll 
what she said. It wos “Yucch!”” 
Thot wos the kind of splendid 
ropport that caused me to spend 
most af my nights reading Port- 
noy's Comploint alaud with о jor 
of strawberry yoghurt at my side. 


Naty, оз you will note, hos а 
type-B body. (Jane Fanda ond 1 
cre the only ones with type A) 
As time went by, | begon to ap- 
preciate Naty's body for what it 
isa girls body. Aware of my 
position оз father figure on the 
set, | let her come to me with 
her problems os often as she 
wished. When she never showed 
up, | come to her with mine. 
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him. It was Timothy and Rosemary. 

This was early last fall, right after the 
escape. Three months later, there was to 
be a question of what was going on over 
there in Algeria between Leary and El- 
dridge Cleaver. But right then Leary was 
а fugitive. My job was to find him. And 
the deal was that I couldn't snitch. Even 
if I had to do time. 

There was some legal precedent for a 
writer’s being able to keep his sources of 
information confidential. But the courts 
had ruled on it both ways. Contempt of 
court could get me six months, Aiding 
and abetting an escaped felon could get 
me five years. And since I was already 
an ex-convicl, 1 would just have to puck- 
er up and curt my toes, ready for that 
fabulous five. Bul suddenly the glow- 
ing bright blue of melodrama fell apart. 
The FBI knew where Leary was as soon 
as he made his first contact with the 
United States. And in three more days, 
he was going to hold a full-scale press 
conference; cameras, microphones, tele- 
vision and all. 

They had a small rented car outside 
and, after going through some compli- 
cated money changing maneuvers at the 
bank window, we drove off to Algiers, 
laughing, talking loudly, trying not to 
interrupt each other. 1 described some 
of the problems I had had in finding 
them, the ludicrous misinformation, the 
embarrassments, the discouragements. I 
described some of the screwball things a 
guy gets into while playing this free 
lance-journalism game—the insults, the 
boredom, the bullshit, the one and only 
ol ever pulled on me. My last job 
was a profile on a country-music freak 
and I spent two weeks with the hicks of 
Middle America, bouncing from one 
country fair to another. But I can be 
pretty cool when I have to be. Because I 
always know that in the end, I will have 
the last word. 

Rosemary looked at "Timo 
“Gulp.” Timothy smiled at her. 
realized that I had done it ag: 
best I can ever say for myself 
am not very diplomatic. So I said so. 

limothy answered, "At least you're 
honest. You pull your gun out and lay it 
right on the table.” 

They were enthusiastic about. Algeria, 
а truly revolutionary country, a member 
of the "Third World, equally opposed to 
both capi 


ind said, 


natural fishing village where they were 
g and intended to lease it, fix it up 
nd establish a center for revolutionaries 
in exile 

We had lunch at the St. George, a 
deluxe hotel high in the hills overlook- 
ing Al We had some Cinzano and 
drank 2 toast; to freedom. 

One thing was quickly settled. Leary's 


recent letter, a statement of allegiance 
to the Weathermen and violent revolu- 
tion that had appeared in the under- 
ground press, was genuine. Completely 
sincere. Laughing happily, he the 
John Birchers were the only ones who 
had really understood him all these 
years. They always said he was a subver 
sive and a drug fiend and a revolution- 
ary and a traitor and a criminal. And 
they were right on. 

Leary moves very quickly but with a 
certain awkwardness. He is tense and vi- 
brant, talks rapidly, laughs very often and 
punctuates every sentence with a broad 
smile and a fond glance at Rosemary. 

After lunch, we zoomed down the 
hills, the little Renault bucking and 
swerving. Timothy parked downtown to 
tend to some errands. We got out and 
passed a beautiful building, part Moor- 
ish and part contemporary. A dome 
covered with tiles surmounted the enti 
vision, but it was a modernistic dome, 
something like a giant spool, unlike any- 
thing I had ever seen. To describe it 
properly, one would have to resort to 
the vocabulary of solid geometry. I ex- 
pressed my admiration for the building 
to Rosemary, admitting that 1 respond 
to good architecture, especially the new 
stuff. 

"It's the Catholic church. 

Only then did 1 notice the very small 
golden cross оп top of the dome. But 
Rosemary was very quiet. I had said some. 
thing wrong, though I'm still nor sure 
what. 

We had a drink of Pemod in a litle 
bar, Timothy very effusive and fami 
with the bartender, who didn't q 
respond. Timothy's French is just about 
as bad as mine. What little 1 know 1 
picked up in the streets and cells of 
France and | haven't used it at all in 
many years. Timothy took a sweater 
imo a dry deaners, then joined us й 
Че car, saying he som ies has trouble 
with the idiom and had used ¢a marche 
instead of ga va. The proprietor had 
marched around the room in a laughing 
parody of a wooden soldier, I tied to 
explain the difference when suddenly, 
Leary snapped with great impatience, 
“You're explaining to me my own joke.” 

1 was too stunned to apologize. Oh, 1 
е been snarled at. Lots, But, wow. 
Never by a prince of peace. 

We drove ont to the village of Fl 
Djamila, about 15 miles along the coast 
No rooms were available at the Learys’ 
hotel, because a Czech soccer team was 
in town, so I took a room nearby, with a 
window overlooking the beach. The room. 
was very damp. There was no heat and 
no hot water and the bed sagged unbe- 
lievably. The rate was five dollars at both 
hotels and both were owned by the gov- 
ernment. | was warned to drink only 
bottled water. 

I spent a total of five days with Timo- 


thy and Rosemary. We talked in the vil 
lage brasserie over collee. We had dinner 
in the local restaurants. We walked. We 
went for brief excursions in the car. The 
conversation always rambled. Timothy 
seemed distracted by Rosem: pres- 
ence; he kept smiling at her and they 
held hands and spoke with cach other 
of personal things with ап ini 
excluded everyone else. 


expe- 
rience, to be able to groove on someone 
else's trip. He understood the challenge, 
the fatigue and the despair, the elusive 
myth of objectivity. He also understood 
the challenge to the interviewee, who 
has to get his point across to the writer. 

With a laugh of easy confidence, he 
said: “What you are really going to 
write about is not me. It will be about 
yourself.” However, he was upset that 
his people had let me come to Algiers. 

For four days, 1 had submitted to а 
personal check-out. | was asked. about 
my politics. They asked me if I was a 
head. They wanted to know where 1 
lived, my religion, my education, my writ- 
ing credits. They wanted 10 know if my 
marriage was a good one and if I had 
« close relationship with my wife and my 
three kids. 

1 was gently informed that 1 look 
exactly like a pig. 

1 used to be apolitical. But now I find 
myself one step to the left of dead 
center, and that step is gradually getting 
longer. 

1 submitied copies of several magazine 
articles I had written. I gave them de- 
tails of my novel, “Cool Hand Luke,” 
and explained just how the material had 
evolved from personal experience while 
building two years on a chain gang. 
not parking meters. Safecracking. 

After giving several references, both 
underground and overground, my vibe 
pattern was calculated and 1 was eventu- 
ally accepted. 

1 flew all night but couldn't. sleep, 
thinking of all those essays and books 
and interviews and articles that 1 had 
read. 

Saint Timothy. Interviewed and wril- 
ten up forty-eleven times. Essayist. Lectur- 
er. Psychologist. Drug cultist. Denounced 
by politicians, the police and the boohoos 
of every church. Scientist. Martyr. Found. 
er of a new religion. Architect of a new 
culture. Psychedelic-showbiz personality. 
Jailbird. Guru. Candidate for governor 
of California. Saint Tim. Messiah of LSD. 

1 thought about the possibility that J 
might fail on this assignment, And I 
thought about my need lo change planes 
in Madrid instead of the natural connec- 
tion, Paris. Because 1, 100, am a fugilive. 
Twenty-three years ago, I escaped from 
a jail on the French Riviera. I didn't 

(continued on page 160) 
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Ellen began to have disquieis she 
couldn't put her finger on. 
“I have these dreams again," she said 


опе moming at breakfast. 
“Anxiety or wish fulfillment?” asked 
ich, helping himself to sausage. 

“Oh, neither. You see, 1 forgot to tell 
you that I'm Welsh. Just by descent, of 
course. Harris is a Welsh name.” 

“How nice for you,” he replied absent- 
mindedly. “Eisteddfods, Caernarvon Cas- 
Че and the poetry of Dylan Thomas.” 

"I don't mean that,” said Ellen. "What 
I mean is that my greatgrandmother 
lived in a little village in Wales and had 
second sight. She was thought to be a 
witch. When I was young, my. family 
thought I'd inherited this funny thing.” 

"Very interesting," he said. "How is 
Xerox going to do today? Up or down?” 

"It doesn't work like that," said Ellen 
thoughtfully. “I used to have dreams 
about things 1 couldn't have had any 
real knowledge of. Then the dream 
would turn out to be something that 
had actually happened, morc or less.” 

"Моге or less?" he asked. “Моге or less 
is one hell of a kind of second sight.” 

"Well, when I was six or seven, I 
dreamt that Crandpa was sitting in a Ыр 
box under a clothesline and something 
happened to him and he fell over dead." 

“Felled by a falling clothespin 

“No, silly, I'll have you know that 
Grandpa had died of a heart attack 
while riding a trolley car in Washing- 
ton, D. C., during the rush hour the day 
before. That's when they thought I had 
second sight." 

"Any other examples?" 

"Nothing very important. 


Alter a 


, While, the gift seemed to go away. Now 


I'm having some queer dreams again. 

He laughed. "Like what?" 

“Well, it’s so weirdo, I thought I 
wouldn't tell you. But, since you're in a 
good humor—1 had a dream about you. 
You were in a big room with a very 
pretty redheaded girl. Lots of eye shad- 
ow, a real res, you know. You 
seemed to be sitting or kneeling on some 
low kind of furniture. А man came 
along and served you both a drink. 
"That's about all I could make out. The 
thing is that 1 don't remember your 
telling me about having drinks with 
some redhead." 

This time, Rich really laughed. “Won- 
derfull Marvelous!” he said. "Second- 
sight myopia. It's perfectly truel 

‘I don't see what's so funny,” said 
Ellen, getting pinker and a little angry. 

“OK,” he said. “Don’t get mad. Re- 
member that I left a little early on 
Wednesday? On my way to work, I 
stopped by and took Communion at 
Saint Mark's Since you're supposedly 
still one of those hokey Christian Scien- 
tists and won't set foot inside a decent 
Episcopal church, I have to lead a secret 


128 life. Yes, there was a redheaded girl at 


the altar rail next to me. I don't know 
who she was. And yes, just as always, the 
rector served us both bread and wine.” 

Ellen cried a little with embarrass- 
ment. Rich kissed her and went off 
to work whistling. 

She looked so worn and troubled one 
morning at breakfast two weeks later 
that he finally got it out of her. “Please, 
it’s just as silly as the last one. Another 
stupid dream.” 

He insisted on hearing it. 

“It's awful to say. Well, anyhow, I 
dreamt that you were in a room with a 
lot of low lights. You seemed to be 
taking off your clothes. There was a girl 
—I think it was the same girl with the 
red hair, but I could be wrong—lying 
on a bed or something. You came over 
and started to lie down with her.” 

“Oh, God!" he groaned. “All „too true. 
Just like Grandpa's clotheslin 
“It's true?” she asked anxiously. “Oh, 
don't hurt me!” 
Dummy,” he said. “We were shoot 
ing a commercial for some kind of head- 
ache remedy. Jesus, if I can't remember 
the brand names, how can the custom- 
ers? Anyway, this chick was lying on a 
couch with an ice pack on her head, and 
Eddiexvithahe-camera was going nuts, 
because she couldn't seem to hold it 
right and give out sounds of woe at the 
same time. So I took off my jacket and 
went over, got on one edge of the couch 
and showed her how to hold the 
damned thing for the best camera angle. 
End of vision. Oh, yes, maybe she was a 
redhead, but she was all of thirty-five. 
Housewife-type model. You idiot.” 

“Oh, Rich, forgive me. I promise never 
to dream again,” Ellen said with anguish. 

But she did. It took all of one Satur- 
day afternoon for him to get it out of 
her, and it was only after the shopping 
and two drinks that she would confess. 
“Somebody out there is playing dirty 
jokes on me in my sleep,” she said. “If I 
tell you this one, promise to laugh. I 
don't believe them for a minute when 
I'm awake, but the thing is, they seem. 
terrifically real while they're going on." 

"Why don't you ever dream about 
walking down the street naked? Or be- 
ing chased by a giant fire hose?" he 
asked. He looked a little strained, as if 
the humor were wearing just a little 
close to the warp and welt. 

“This is the most awful.” Ellen said. 
“I saw you in this small room. There 
were three other people there—another 
man and two girls. You were all laugh- 
ing. 1 can't say if one of the girls was 
the famous redhead, but 1 think maybe 
she was. Then you and the other man 
were putting your arms around the girls. 
As I say, I don’t believe a word of it.” 


She paused and frowned. “Rich, how 
could you?" 
“But, wow!" he said. "I do lead a 


wild and wallowing sex Ше in your 


sleep, even if not in my own. Wow! 
You zeroed in on our naked gang scene 
in Pomfret’s department store yesterday 
afternoon about three р.м. What a gas! 
You ESP-ed the whole bit, my dear.” 

Ellen gasped and a tear started. She 
was not a quick learner. 

“The only trouble is, I didn't get laid." 

“Rich, please! You're tormenting me." 

“Now to put a little Windex on the 
crystal ball,” he said. “We see the little 
room—but there is something funny 
about it. It seems to be descending. 
Ahal It is a freight elevator. In it are 
two men and two absolutely ravishing, 
absolutely naked girls. The men are 
clasping the girls around their toros. 
Finally, the elevator comes to a bump- 
ing halt. A voice is heard. It is the 
heavy, phlegmatic voice of a non-sex 
fiend. ‘Mr. Markham, I wonder if you'd 
do me a favor and carry one of these 
dummies out to the place where you got 
the camera set up? Whats happened to 
that lazy slob that's supposed r'be helpin’ 
me? Second yoice: ‘Sure thing, Tony. 
І want to get this take and blow. ” 

Then they had another drink and 
another laugh. In fact, Rich had three 
more drinks. 

“Mother, listen, I'm just fantastically 
ashamed to talk about it, but I've had 
another one of those funny dreams. . 
No, that isn't the reason I'm calling you 
at one A.M. Not the real reason. . . 
Yes, I know you need your sleep and, 
yes, I know I shouldn't act like a neurot- 
ic child, but 1 expected Rich home at 
six-thirty and he still isn’t here. Mean- 
while, waiting for him, I fell asleep and 
had a dream. 

“Rich was in a bathtub with a girl. I 
saw them laughing and putting their 
arms around each other. Then all of a 
sudden, both faucets began to spurt wa- 
ter and they couldn't turn them off. 
Then—this is horrible—the whole room 
filled up with water, and there they 
were, dead. By the way, it was a red- 
headed girl who's come into some of my 
dreams before. Nobody answers at Rich's 
office, so please call the police or some- 
body. 1 don't know where he is and I'm 
so worried I'm beginning to scream.” 

She did scream an hour later, when 
her father arrived at the door with their 
family doctor. They managed to get El- 
Jen partly under sedation before they 
gave her the news. It was bad for a 
while, but they finally got her to sleep 
just as her mother arrived. 

“What did she mean, mumbling, ‘Liar, 
liar, liar'?” asked her father. 

“Oh, God!” said her mother. “Poor 
ld. If you were a girl whose husband, 
with his popsy in the car, had just 
managed to get drunk enough to drive 
off the road into fifteen feet of water 
and get drowned, wouldn't you say some 


crazy things?" — 


“ГЇЇ Loss you lo see who takes the evidence away from her.” 


opinion By JAMES KAVANAUGH god may be dead, but the fanatics will always be among us 


IT TOOK YEARS of indoctrination to teach me that I was bas- 
ically а no-goodnik and that life was a serious and intense 
struggle to amount to something, The long-suffering Jew may 
find it hard to believe my struggle, as, indeed, may the 

tant black, since my blood is pure Aryan and my skin is 
delicately white. But gradually I realized that 1 was sinful, 
selfish, proud, cowardly, uncommitted, insensitive, guilty and 
generally ill-equipped to live. I was lacking in height, my 
teeth were crooked, 1 talked too much and 1 needed glasses. 
(1 also heard that I was a child of God—nice, kind and well 
meaning—but I refused to believe this blatant propaganda.) 
Life was serious, I was serious, and only by arduous effort 
would I survive these innate handicaps. When I grew tired of 
being a bastard, I left the Catholic priesthood and a short 
time later Jeft the Church. 

1 don't regret my leave-taking at all; 1 merely think that it 
should have been more fun. When I walked solemnly into 
the bishop's office for my last appointment, it was ап awe- 
some encounter, The furniture was dark and ponderous, the 
light dim and deathly, the carpet the color of dried blood. I 
thought I heard the distant echo of taps when I left his office, 
and as I drove away in my Volkswagen it seemed that Boris 
Karloff and Charles Addams were waving fiendishly from the 
porch. But how different it might have been: I could have 
played a final golf game with the bishop—he's a five handi- 
capper—and wagered my old cassocks against his violet ring. 
Or I could have sent a singing telegram to Pope Paul: 
LIVE THE PILL (STOP)—I'M GOING OVER THE HILL." 

So many things in the Church might have been fun. Take 
Confession, for instance: Why couldn't there have been a 
trophy every Saturday night for the most imaginative story? 
Or a button that the priest would push to set off fireworks 
outside the church whenever he heard an exciting escapade? 
Even ecumenism was dull. It would have been great to erect 
a statue of the Blessed Virgin in front of a nearby Baptist 
church. Or why couldn't the Episcopal church send a year's 
supply of birth-control pills to the Catholic mother of the 
year? It was all so intensely serious. 

Since 1 left the Church, however, I've been exposed to a 
variety of other salvation schemes that remind me of it. What 
1 thought was ecclesiastical seriousness appears to be the 
condition of puritan man. It doesn’t seem to matter whether 
the purpose of an organization is to liberate the blacks, to 
sustain an orgasm for seven minutes or to restore tone to 
fiabby muscles; these secular groups all scem to be an 
aggregate of no-nonsense “true believers.” They've built their 
temperament into a system, defined their enemy in detail and 
offer a unique vision that will lead to “personal liberation 
and salvation.” 

It's not that these causes aren't important; it's merely that 
they aren't all-important. Take therapy or encounter groups, 
by whatever name or sect, A weekend workshop can be as 
intense and epiphanic as an evangelistic revival. Men and 
women emerge like the Apostles on Pentecos with a new 
vision of life—one that generally lasts about 48 hours. They 


hug and kiss, shout and laugh, touch and weep, and thus 
build their weekend hysteria into a soul-searing conversion. 
It’s not enough for them to let the emotional barriers down 
for a while, to gain a little insight into self, to have great fun. 
It has to be an apocalyptic explosion. No one in the group 
can hide; each member is sought out like a sheep in the 
brambles and flogged by the group until he laughs or cries or 
feverishly shouts, “Fuck Grandmother!” 

Let me not mislead you. Sensitivity sessions have been 
extremely helpful for me. I've been both a participant and a 
leader innumerable times. At first, I demanded instant 
change of myself and others. I've since learned that group en- 
counter is a slow process of growth and education that can be 
far more delightful than any classes I attended as a student, 
and I recommend it highly. But it can also be ritualistic, 
dogmatic and overwhelmingly serious. 

Consequently, the group movement has developed its fanat- 
ics, its gurus and its sacred shrines. I made a weeklong 
primage to the Lourdes of the encounter phenomenon, 
Esalen Institute in Big Sur, California. I also enjoyed myself 
and had an important experience in psychodrama with Carl 
Hollander, the director of the Evergreen Institute in Denver. 
l gained in self-knowledge; I was assisted in making some 
decisions about my life; but I wasn't saved. Carl isn't one of 
the gurus who have built a gimmick into a holy cause. He's 
simply a concerned, warm, talented, believable human being. 
"Which is why he may never make it big in the movement. 
To make it big requires a gimmick, a book written about 
it, a following of middle-aged matrons—and a kind of messi- 
anic complex. 

Esalen is a fine place. It has the rough beauty of the 
northern California coast line, the warm mineral baths that 
flow from the mountains into large, quadrangle tubs wherein 
the guests, staff and itinerant hippies soak in ecumenical 
nakedness. It is also expensive, with somewhat meager accom 
modations, and extremely cultic. It is the Vatican of commu- 
nication and inner feeling, the Latter-day Church of telling it 
like it is. All of this makes it nice for the hippies who camp 
there, of course. As one ragged youth told me, “They tell us 
to leave, but we stick around anyway. They really won't 
hassle us much, since the appearance of the police would mar 
their image.” 

I met many delightful, functional people at Esalen who 
had come there for a personal growth experience. I also met 
many of the cultists who have made encounter groups a way 
of life. In order to function, they need this artificial frame 
work as a permanent environment, much as the professional 
student needs to take classes forever. I met a group of cultists 
at the baths one day and we sat looking out at the ocean in 
prolonged silence. A balding, nearsighted man of 35 asked in 
a gentle voice, “Have you been here before?” 

“No, this is my first visit.” 

"Well, you've come to the right place, baby. This is where 
at. I'd like to stay here forever” 
Yes, I'm enjoying it.” 


(continued overleaf) 
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"Have you read Joy?" he asked. 
"Yes" 
reat, eh?” 

“Actually, I was disappointed. It was 
rather poorly written and needed a good 
bit of editing. I think Dr. Schutz could 
have done better if he had worked at it. 
It seemed awfully superficial.” 

“Yeah, well, that's the way with Bill. 
He just doesn't ger hung up over some- 
thing like writing, What are words any- 
way? Ever made a weck with Bill?” 

“No, I met him but didn't get a 
ce to talk,” 

“He's something else. If he picks you 
up on his back, it really blows your 
mind"—pause—"You familiar with Ber- 
nie's stußz” 

"Ben 

"Gunther, Bernie Gunther: you know, 
the sensory-awakening guy?” 

“Туе seen his book advertised here, 
but I'm really not up on that. It sounds 
interesting.” 

“Interesting! Ha! You've never lived 
until you've taken that program. Your 
whole body starts to live for the first 


d 


I looked at his body and an attractive 
blonde girl, plump and serenely solemn, 
interrupted my meditation: “Have you 
visited the holy man in the hills?” 

“No,” I said, feeling that Id really 
wasted my time. “I've only been here a 
couple of days. 

“You've got to get up tere. He's 
great, really great, an incredible trip.” 


spiritual blast-off." 

"Did he tell you anything impor- 
tant?" I had formed a vision of a smoky 
oracle in the mountains of Greece. 

“No, he just answered questi 

“What did you ask him: 

“I didn't really ask him anything, He 
didn't have much new to say. It was just 
a mind blower to go up there and see 
him.” 

“I still think Fritz had them all beat," 
said the balding man, who apparently 
had missed the vision of the holy one. 

“You mean Fritz Perls?" 1 asked, 
proud of my knowledge. 

Yeah, the Gestalt man. Too bad he's 
gone! Imagine that dirty old man, 75 
and still ready to screw at the drop of a 
hat. He really dealt with the now. None 
of that Freudian bullshit for old Fritzie. 
es, I like many of the things he 

id. “Have you ever heard of 
Carl Hollander?” I was trying to g 
cven. No onc hcard mc. 

The plump girl was talking: “I was a 
disciple of the Maharishi when he was 
here—well, kind of a disciple. I have a 
hed.” The balding man 
' one of the few who 
really learned meditation from him,” 
she continued. 

An itinerant matron on pilgrimage 


suddenly appeared and headed for one 
of the tubs. Two bearded young men, 
roused from their trance, stared at her 
as she snatched some water from (he tub 
with her cupped hands and drank it. 
“Marvelous, marvelous, marvelous,” she 
said and wandered off. 

Our group was getting larger. On a 
rby table, one of the staff girls was 
going through her yogic exercises. It was 
beautiful to watch. Her face was serene 
and intense, yet at times her expression 
revealed pain. It was comforting, for 
some reason, to see a little pain. No one 
seemed to notice her. My mind was 
drifting off from the group and, in my 
reverie, I heard only snatches of conver- 
sation: 

"I don't think that's honest. You're 
mentally masturbating. Lay out your 
gut feelings." “She never had an 
orgasm until she worked with Stan 

“That doesn't sound like Bach 
encounter. It strikes me more as Reichi- 
an sensitivity.” . . . "You won't dig 
the simple message after you've been 


Rolfed.” . . . "Deal with it, deal with 
iL" . . . “But I never had feedback 
before.” “You're confusing your 


Lowen techniques wi 
“She was on the Tai-Chi scene. When 
she start the bio-energetics bi 
“That's mor lovemaking, thats simply 
fucking. It has nothing to do with coni 
mitment." . "Herb says it centers 
around death.” . . . "I think George 
just stole that from Maslow.” 

For some reason, my mind was drifting 
to the shores of the Sea of Galilee as I 
listened. Christ was there, telling Peter 
10 drop his nets and follow. I was hiding 
behind the boat, hoping the oarlock 
would stop squeaking lest he notice me. 


"Sell everything you have and follow. 
me," said Christ. 
“OK,” said Peter. "Good deal. I want 


to say goodbye to the wife and her 
mother.” 

“No, when you put your hand to the 
plow, don't turn back.” 

I whispered to Peter: “Go back and 
get your Honda. Bring the color TV, 
that gold sports coat you like and your 
guitar.” But he didn't hı 

“OK, lets go,” he 
left and I was alone, staring at the Pacific. 
The voices had gone. 

І had been confronted with the true 
believer. He isn’t satisfied to enjoy his 
current. interest as а growth. experience. 
He must make of it a salvation scheme 
to convert the whole world. If he de- 
cides to take off his clothes in a sun-bath- 
ers camp, he wants the whole world to 
be a giant nudist colony. If he becomes 
disillusioned with marriage, he wants to 
abandon the entire institution as a valid 
social form for anyone. Only communal 
living will work. If he happens to be a 
homosexual, the future of man lies in 
the merging of the sexes into a polymor- 
phous mas. If he’s black, he has to 


build a black ion. If he's white, he 
talks about intermarriage as the only 
solution to the racial dilemma. If he’s 
Catholic or Mormon, hell impose his 
"good news" оп all mankind. And if the 
true believer discovers that a therapeutic 
encounter had some meaning in his life, 
then the en cosmos must become an 
Esalen. 

Currently, therapy is in. 
every shape and form are 
country like religious sects. House: 


Groups of 
douing the 
ves 


start them in their homes; priests ap 
pend them to their parsonages; Arthur 
Murray instructors are leaving their 


studios to provide dance therapy; the 
Chinese are closing their laundries to 
promote Oriental encounters; and ex- 
cagle scouts are offering nature therapy. 
‘There are groups at the colleges, groups 
in the hills and dating games that call 
themselves “therapeutic” to make the 
lonely feel less guilty about their solitude. 

I auended a dating game in West 
Hollywood at the Topanga Center for 
Human Development, an honest organi- 
zation with some excellent programs. 
The Friday-night program for single 
adults was held in a lovely home in the 
hills that apparently was built for Zsa 
Zsa Gabor by an eager and frustrated 
admirer. It provided a chance for the 
lonely to get together to play at therapy. 
The uninitiated groupers didn't expect 
much for their three dollars, and they 
had the most fun. Two hundred people 
came and were divided into seven groups. 
There were approximately 40 young 
men and women in the group I joined, 
which was under the direction of a 
young Negro. We were divided into 
clusters of three, and each participant 
was given ten minutes to tell what he 
liked and didn’t like about himself. 
Then there was a general discussion 
during which some of the professional 
groupers proved their competence by 
saying “Bullshit” and "Up yours.” The 
neophytes, however, said it was fun, and 
I found their reaction particularly re- 
freshing. At the end of the discussion we 
stood up, closed our eyes and circled the 
room, touching one another's faces. Fi- 
nally, we paired up; only the profession- 
al groupers were serious enough to end 
up in a homosexual alliance. The others 
settled for a member of the opposite sex 
This beat computer dating all to hell. 

The pros sat in the corner after 
the meeting, complaining about the eve- 
ning's fare, and talked about the gurus of 
East and West or recalled the great 
encounters they had had in the past, The 
newcomers appreciated the chance to meet 
someone, and many of them made изе of 
a large, attractive pool where nude swim- 
ming was permitted for “therapeutic” 
rcasons— not, of course, for fun. It really 
wasn't therapy, but it was terribly thera 
peutic, and all for the price of two 
martinis. 

Therapy. of course, 


is properly the 
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“Remember, flower child, watch your pollen.” 
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domain of the psychiatrist and the psy- 
chologist, and of their respective profes 
sional organizations, the A. M. A. and the 
А.Р. А. But, with typical American inge- 
nuity, those group leaders who don't 
meet the establishments requirements 
and consequently cannot fill out health- 
insurance forms (which is а major 
concern) call their sessions sensitivity 
workshops or encounter groups or human- 
potential classes. Soon the establishment 
will face the same problem it has faced 
with religions: What constitutes valid 
ordination to the ministry? 

‘The psychoanalyst, like the Catholics, 
refuse to go to sensitivity meetings, in- 
sisting that they alone have the true 
Freudian faith. Righteously, they meet 
privately to practice the orthodox tones 
of their analytic “Ohs” and “Mmms” 
and to denigrate encounter groups, The 
frightened psychiatrist challenges the 
psychologist, the humanist tells the clini- 
cian to shove his lab rats up his ass 
(which the A. M. A. will say is practicing 
medicine without a license), and work- 
shop leaders of all kinds insist that any- 
one with sensitivity, experience, clients 
and a rented room is capable of running 
groups. Bibles are quoted: Freud is pit- 
ted against Jung, Fromm is raised 
against Maslow and May, and Carl Rog- 
ers is invoked by thousands who have 
never read a word he has written. The 
brawls are and will continue to be 
marvelous. 

And despite these properly religious 
wars, the encounter movement will 
grow. Despite the salvation complex that 
overshadows the movement and trans 
forms talented men into gurus and mes- 
siahs, wounded men and women will 
Erow more in touch with themselves. 
‘The Birchers will sce the entire phe- 
nomenon as a Communist plot the 
Protestant. ethicists will assert chat it's a 
money-making racket even as they them- 
selves amass more real estate and buy 
more stocks; the puritans will insist with 
envy that some therapists are screwing 
their patients; and the therapists who 
ordain their wives or mistresses to serve 
as cofacilitators will be accused of nepo- 
Чыт. There will be heretics and apos- 
tates and a variety of reformations. All 
of which could be great fun if the 
conflict were considered no more seri- 
ously than the human condition. 

I have learned to like groups. I enjoy 
marathons and encounters even as [ 
enjoy skindiving. Bergman movies, 
Greck food and a bloody mary on Sun- 
day morning. But I like to keep my 
pleasures separate. And even as I resent 
the religious fanatic who asks me at a 
horse race if Jesus is really my “personal 
savior,” so am I tired of the cocktail 
parties where a matron attempts to 


134 prove she's really liberated by pouring 


her drink down my back and shout- 
ing, "Fuck you, Charlie Brown!" 1 just 
can't take my groups that seriously. 

1 even refuse to take my orgasms 
too seriously, and for a celibate of some 
20 years, that’s progress. Recently, I 
watched curiously from a safe distance 
as seven middle-aged ladies sat in the 
yogic manner facing the ocean. Naked 
as jay birds, they were wrapped only in 
cosmic meditation, attempting to learn 
the methods of sexual yoga called tan- 
tra. The local guru instructed them to 
concentrate on their breath and to no- 
tice the growing freedom with each ex- 
halation. Meanwhile, they were to fix 
their attention on the sacred sensory 
area between the anus and the genitals 
and to utter the soft “Ommmm” of the 
Hindu world. The guru wid them to 
await the arrival of the Kundalini Fire, 
which would transport them into sexual 
ecstasy. Any form of manual manipula- 
tion wasn't really wrong, but the tone of 
the leader's voice indicated that mastur- 
bation would really be a cop-out. The 
ladies were serious and intense; this 
wasn't fun, it was the struggle for libera- 
tion. Some began to writhe a bit on the 
sand and I wondered if the Kundalini 
Fire was moving in or if the sand crabs 
were having a field day. 

1 wanted to yell from the nearby hill, 
“This sure beats the P. T. A. all to hell, 
eh, girls?,” but somehow I sensed that I 
would be invading a sanctuary. When 
the lesson ended, one woman was softly 
weeping because she had had as much 
difficulty following this guru as she had 
had following another one only a few 
short months ago. Another was ecstatic, 
and she wandered solemnly down the 
beach in pursuit of the holy man. ‘This 
was serious sex, and a sustained orgasm 
was the equivalent of a divine appari- 
tion. But it didn’t seem like fun. 

Even the swingers don't seem to be 
content with having fun; their search 
for sexual varicty, in fact, seems like the 
pursuit of the Holy Grail, When I inter- 
viewed a group in Chicago, my own 
seeming sexual naiveté was treated as 
the residue of original sin. I had read 
about the encounter weekend that Dr. 
Gerard Haigh and Dr. Gerald Goodman 
had conducted with a group of Los 
Angeles swingers to explore the “Intima- 
cy Barrier in Sexually Liberated Groups.” 
While the results of the weekend, as 
reported in the Elysium Institute bul- 
letin, New Living, were glowingly posi- 
tive, one of the pa nts talked of 
a consistent problem: "Most of the 
swingers found it terribly simple to be 
immediately physical with a stranger. 
They could jump immediately into sex- 
play. They had great difüculty. however, 
in tuning in on the feclings of another 
person. It didn't seem like a liberating 


step or simple fun. It was a serious way 
of life.” 

I had the same feeling in Chicago. 
"They were not a particularly joyous lot; 
they were dedicated revolutionaries. 
They insisted that man was moving 
toward a messianic kingdom of sexual 
neutrality, that communal living was the 
only way to go, that children would 
have to be raised in separate com 
pounds, that sex would one day replace 
charades at parties, if not the handshake 
at airline terminals. 

“But won't sex get pretty tiresome?” 1 
asked. 

“Only if you're afraid to experiment 
with endless varieties,” said a thin, 
asceticlooking girl. 

I was reminded of the devotees of the 
drug scene, where pot was not merely a 
sometime delight and LSD not simply 
an expander of consciousness. They 
were a way of life, as demanding as a 
religious order, as exacting as the pur- 
suit of personal holiness and sanctity. As 
the swingers talked, I fantasized a beard- 
ed prophet standing in front of a giant 
phallic symbol and holding his hands 
aloft in front of thousands of men, wom- 
en and children engaged in serious sex- 
play on the plains of Gettysburg or 
Appomattox. He shouted: "Go forth 
and embrace the whole world in endless 
orgasm. Neither snow nor sleet nor hail 
will deter you. Go forth and teach the 
world the endless varieties of sex.” 

After an hour's discussion, I had heard 
about Amazing Charley, who could 
screw for 45 minutes while rotating 
clockwise, and about Awful Annie, who 
had attended two swinging parties the 
same night and was the hit of each. I 
really wanted to talk about something 
else. 

"It looks like Daley has as firm a grip 
on the city as ever," I ventured. 

"He sure does. Did you ever try the 
homosexual route?" asked a solemn man 
of 45 with a bald head and thick eye- 
brows. 

"I'm afraid I'm pretty straight,” I said 
apologetically, wondering if I could ever 
be redeemed. 

"I'm just getting into it now. It’s been. 
rough for me.” 

I felt his desperation: “That’s tough, 
man, but you'll make it. You look pretty 
determined. I've had the same trouble 
trying to learn Chinese.” 

“I used to dig Chinese women. Now I 
can take them or leave them. A good 
woman's a good woman.” 

“Do you want a beer?" asked a tweedy- 
looking woman of 40. 

“I think ГЇЇ have a little Scotch on 
the rocks, if you don't mind," | an- 
swered. 

“No, that's OK. Scotch it'll be.” 

“I'm glad it’s OK.” I whispered, re- 
lieved that something was. 

(continued on page 146) 


with roots in television, actress BLOOMING DER UTU 
linda evans is branching out into films 


Although video's high-budger hoss opera The Big Volley, several family-type TV series and а Disney 
film provided fertile ground for nourishing her budding tolents, 27-year-old Linda Evans decided the time 
was ripe for her to take on о role that wes, in her words, “something more thon a puppet part.” And 


the character she portrays in John Derek's forthcoming Wildflowers is certainly no ordinary ingenve. 


Cast in Wildflowers’ lead as a young 
woman who hos an incestuous relationship 
with her brother, Linda turned in a forceful 
performance, accarding ta admirer Derek. 


Linda found her role in Wildflowers sa rewarding that she he 
some doubts abaut returning ta TV іп the near future, “Television work is available 
to me,” she says. “In fect, I’ve had several offers, but there's nothing that 


excites me right naw. If something came along that was right for me, I might occept, 


but I'm afraid mast af the rales seem stereotyped and just plain dull. Beside: 
she adds, “I don't feel the need anymore ta prove that I'm an actress 


The delicately handled sibling 
scene from Wildflowers, above, 
and polish 
ig to Derek, 
who was not only the film's 
writer-praducer-director but also 
the photographer who coptured her 
refreshingly natural beauty 
here, his subject—and canstant 
componion—is much more than а 
fine performer. She's a lensman’s 
dream, and he's clearly one 
who knows a perfect vision when 
he sees her. (The former husband 
of Ursula Andress, Derek shot a 
12-page pictorial poean to 
her for PLAYEOY’s June 1965 issue.) 
Before a camera,” says Derek, 
absolutely natural 
ited—with or without 
. So often а woman tries to 
act seductive during a nude 
shooting, usually becouse she 
must avercome a fear of being 
photagraphed unclad. But then the 
finished picture strikes yau as 
fake. Thot's never the result when. 
I photograph Linda. She's 
completely at ease and doesn't 
have to fear the camera, because 
physically she's in extroordinary 
shape—as you can tell from 
my pictures.” We can, indeed. 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY JOHN DEREK 


VARGAS GIRL 


“Since I've been wearing 
copper bracelets, I feel 
much better—don’t you 


think so, Mr. Hawkins?” XK 


the scandal of creation 
A YOUNG WOMAN caught in sin was taken to 
the Dalai Lama for judgment. Her sin was so 
outrageous that his regent, who ordinarily 
enforced the laws, felt incapable of devising 
a punishment severe enough to fit the crime. 
She had been caught by her father having 
intercourse with a yak. 

But this was not the worst, since the father 
had not witnessed this scene alone. When he 
had surprised his daughter behind the sheep- 
fold, he had found a number of other ani- 
mals, wild and domestic, waiting their turns 
in states of excitement. 

The Dalai Lama took one look at the 
young woman and, like the yak, the dog, the 
tiger and the goat, he, too, was filled with 
longing for her—such longing that he asked 
the regent to leave the room. The young 
woman then knelt before her god and king 
and looked up into his face with what is 
called in Tibet the sunbeam smile. 

She was smiling with erotic compass 
for she could sce the perpetually sad y 
ing for bliss in the beautiful eyes of the king 
She could sce him as the cager monkey of his 
earliest incarnation, when he created the 
people of Tibet. She told him how her dog 


and her horse had begun to show signs of j 


desiring her and how, finally, her love for 
them had become so great that she could 
refuse them no longer. As a consequence, it 
had come to pass that animals were follow- 
ing her wherever she went, coming down 
from the mountains and up from the forests 
and streams 

The whole creation seemed to be yearning 
for her and she, in turn, yearned so passion- 
ately to satisfy it that she had finally opened 
herself without reserve to any creature that 
wished to enter her body or warm itself at 
her breast. Yet no creature could satisfy her 
entirely. 

She told her story happily and without 
remorse; and when she had fallen silent to 
await her punishment, the Dalai Lama said 
to himself, “This girl is no common scandal. 
She is the scandal of creation itself, If she 
can give herself so gladly to all the sexual 
longings on earth, then her partner in sin 
must be god. I, being god, have sinned with 
her, for these anim e nothing but 
manifestations of myself. 

"Fo the young woman, he said, "Rise and 
rejoice, Your sins are no sins at all, since 
they were committed for my sake. Your only 
punishment is that you shall be satisfied.” 

After he had judged her to their mutual 
satisfaction, he called in the regent. "I have 
found this woman innocent of sin," he said. 
“L find that she is filled only with the sweet- 
est and most liquid longings to satisfy na 
ture's cagerness. 1 hereby appoint her Mother 
Superior of the Order of Temple Virgins. May 


all that she has received from the animal Ё 


world serve to attract and elevate the longings 
of men. And may she be opened now to the 
eagerness of the cosmos.” 

—Retold b; 


Pierre Delattre ED 


from Tales of a Dalai Lama 


Ribald Classic 
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TAKE THE HIGH ROAD.. 


to scotland, where the brooding 


dignity of edinburgh—enlivened 


by hearty pubs, bonny lasses and an 
international festival—serves as 
urban counterpoint to the storied 


Serenity of mountains, sea and skye 


14 Festival, the greatest 


Picnickers who wend their way up to the 823-foot summit of Arthur's Seot (preceding pages) 
in Edinburgh's Holyrood Park discover magnificent sea- and landscapes. Outstanding operos, 
such as Prokofiev's The Fiery Angel (above), along with plays, films, jazz ond rock con- 
certs, ore presented at the Edinburgh Festival from lote August to early September. 


ly deserted. The b; 
stalls are all dark l 
occasional burst of whistling by a porter in some 
farofl recess or the sudden acceleration of a Royal 


shops. restaurants and book- 
d shuttered. Except for an 


Mail van, the gloomy interior beneath the grimy 
ult of the glass roof is still and silent. Passengers 
waiting for the last trains of the day find themselves 
reduced to whispering, for fear, perhaps, of 
crilegious. King's Cross, like the other old r: 
terminals of London, was built in deification of the 
god Steam, now departed, and it is fitting that 
proper respect be accorded ancient shrines. King's 
Cross is a cathedral. 3 
From it, trains depart each day for Edinburgh, 
the capital of Scotland and home of the Edinburgh 
(lext continued on page 200) 


Built upon long sloping ridges 
that descend fram o castle- 
«rowned plateau to the Palace 
of Holyroodhouse, Edinburgh is 
a picturesque maze of alleys ond 
steep, narrow streets (above) 
leading off the main thoraugh- 
fares. The brooding ruins of 
Kilchurn Castle (right), con- 
structed in 1440 by the Clan 
Compbell, still stond on the 
bonks of Loch Awe, near the 
Highland village of Dalmally. 
Surrounded by great glens and 
mountains, the majestic fortress 
has long been a favorite 
subject of painters and poets, 
including William Wordsworth. 


Pub crawling in Edinburgh is а hearty, age-ald sport, and one af the most co 

ing stops is The Old Chain Pier (photos ot left), with a quaintly cluttered 

balcony overlooking the Firth of Forth. Wayfarers on the remote western 

delight in the bucolic pastime of wandering across wild and woolly hillsides (above). 
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NEW SALVATIONISTS (continued from page 131) 


When I left, sex seemed about as 
appealing as macaroni, and I'm not very 
fond of macaroni. So I went back to the 
hotel, caught the Johnny Carson show 
and had a weird dream about а fat man 
in a delicatessen who kept stuffing maca- 
roni into my Scotch. 

But it doesn't take anything as bizarre 
and dramatic as a swingers group to 
encounter a salvation scheme. When I 
ded to work out at a gym near my 
lifornia home to keep the old muscles 
in tone, suddenly 1 was lying prostrate 
on the sinctuary floor in my sweat suit 
Ic had all started very simply. 

“Hit” I said to the firm little lady i 
the leotards, “I'd like to join your gym." 
mean health salon!” she said. 
ht! Of course I do. 

“ГИ ring for the directo 

The minute I saw him, I knew I was 
in [or it, but I was too proud to leave, 
“What kind of program did you envi- 
sion?” he asked, with his arms folded to 
keep his biceps showing. 

“No program, Coach, just а litle space 
to loosen up, to work out a bit, take a 
shower and call it a day—just once in a 
while, when I feel I need it.” 

І wasn't getting through. He signed 


me up for six months, payment in ad- 
vance, and looked me over appraisingly: 
"Your weights not bad, a little flabby, 


but let me get your measurements. 

He began taping me and writing fu- 
riously. In the background I could see a 
iey of pupils lifting weights and 

ning. “I want vou on a little vita- 
in C and E. How's your appetite? 
Bowel movements OK? And knock off 
the sweets.” 

‘Two weeks later, I didn't know what 
had happened. 1 woke up worrying 
about my left trapezius, whereas a few 
days before I hadn't known what the 
hell a trapezius I did a few situps, 
viewed my liule potbelly with disgust, 
ate my wheat germ and rushed down to 
the health salon with the other initiates. 
I passed a р у 
Mass. І cntered the salon cautiously, 
since I had missed the day before. 

I wa: the middle of the seventh of 
the ten required side bends when a firm 
hand grabbed me from behind on the 
left trapezius. I jumped a foot. 

"Didn't see you around Wednesday,” 
the director said. "Letting up? Not ta 
it seriously? You're looking a little past 

Suddenly 1 was making excuses. 
-.. well... a little рану... 
know how that goes. 

But he didn't know at all: “Stay off 
the sauce for a few days and double up 
today on the deep knee bends and the 
fifty-pound curls.” 

I looked around and heard the ritual 
groans coming from every part of the 
room as man atoned to Venus, Bacchus: 


st on his way to the са 


—and Ceres, the goddess of starch. Metal 
crosses were tenderly raised in proces- 
sional splendor and the incense of sweat 
and vitamins filled the air. So 1 aposta- 
tized from the health salon and decided 
to play a little volleyball on the beach. 
But this was no ordinary volleyball 
crowd on San Diego's Mission Beach. 
sionate group to whom a 
vas comparable to a stock 
option. This was a way of life with all 
the intensity of Little League. Here, 
lean and beautiful bodies id their 
costly tithe to live near the permanent 
courts, There was no way to pass olf a 
sloppy shot with a sexy grin in this 
group. Loving couples stroked cach 
other's forearms in seductive awe and a 
voluptuous figure had meaning only if 
the tips of the fingers were strong and 
nimble. This was no weekend diversion, 
no casual fun in the sun. This the 
fierce puritan at play. So I slid away, a 
heretic, and wied to hide quietly down 
the beach. Even then, the midday jog- 


gers trampled sand on my blanket in 
obvious disdain and logged their 60 
miles a week to conquer anxiety and to 


keep the body beautiful. 

The body beautiful seems also to be 
the quest of the nudist cult. Sun bathers 
assemble to ripen on the volleyball 
courts and speak of the freedom that 
envelops anyone who appears in the 
altogether. A variety of noble reasons 
are given for nudity, but in the catalogs 
T read, no space was given to the simple 
fact that nudity might be fun. It's meant 
to provide an end to lascivious leering, 
to build healthy and natural children, to 
promote love of the body, to teach the 
edness of sex—and thus to give prop- 
er answers to the pu who are pre- 
sumably asking dirty questions beyond 
the wees and fences. 

At Elysium Field in Topanga Canyon, 
however, executive director Ed Lange 
provides a refreshing playground with 
only a vestige of the prudenude over- 
d was the publisher of nine nudic 
magazines—some with surprisingly good 
copy accompanying largely biological pic- 
tures. But the membership brochure ap- 
s as if it were written to satisfy the 
California board of regents or the sher- 
¡Us ofice—which it well may have been, 
The Elysium Credo, if the word body 
were replaced with soul, might well dou- 
ble as the “progressive revelation” of the 
Bahai faith, Despite the brochure, beer 
and wine appeared in public, and there 
were only passing references to organic 
peaches and alfalfa sprouts, and the 
prude nudes were segregated with prop- 
er concern and respect. Ed and his 
“cosmic companion,” Sandy Ross, were 
delightful hosts and stimulating conver- 
sationalists. Sandy, a beautiful young 
woman of Orthodox Jewish background, 


tones. 


survived the cults of middle-class mar- 
riage, current fashions, narcotics, thera 
py and Waldenlike living in the San 


guilt, has become satisfied to “contem- 
plate the perfection of it all” and “to let 
my light shine.” 

Only occasionally while 1 was there 
did Ed show signs of what the puritans 
bad done to him, as whe 
trifle self-consciously, that his “mission” 
was to put himself out of the nude 
magazine business by flooding the market 
with cnough material to make the 
body commonplace. In his more honest 
moments, he admitted that life had been 
great since he had dealt with his own 
pain and youthful confusion. A warm 
man, bearded and prophetic in appear- 
ance (potentially, an ideal guru), he 
spoke openly of his past illusions that 
nudity of body would produce freedom 
of Today, settled among the 
mountains that surround Elysium, he 
fathers his communal family and directs 
his business enterprises. He is almost 
free enough to admit that he is making 
money and having fun without an apol 
ogetic descripcion of his plans to save 
the world. 

The program director at Elysium, 
Emily Coleman, found her way to Ed 
Lange by a devious course of freedom 
rides. A 50-year-old divorcee, who looks 
it only when she talks about the past, 
Emily provides the group-encounter at- 
mosphere that gives Elysium a kind of 
openness not commonly known among 
sun bathers. She has emerged from a 
variety of cults that supported her when 
her 28-ycar marriage ended. The symp- 
toms of her perfect marriage—headaches, 
fatigue and skin rash—have disappeared 
and she is no longer looking for the key 
to life in the endless varieties of en- 
counters she attempted. Each was mercly 
а sep toward living, and, with the 
Russian student Kosya Ryabısev, she 
seems to Lifc—in contradistinction 
to all man has crcated—is something that 
requires no theory. Whocver is able to 


function in life will need no theory of 


Emily scems to know only that her 
search is well under way and that Elysium 
may not be a part of her future pl 
as it may not be a part of Sandy Ross's 
or even Ed Lange's. Maybe that's why E 
enjoyed Elysium and its si 

While the nudes at Elysium were di 
ening their bodies in the sun—oblivious 
to Huey Newton's cry that “the slave- 
er has lost his body"—young white 
radicals in Chicago, at the national hi 
quarters of Students for a Democratic 
Society, were pledging themselves to de- 
stroy American imperialism, uproot capi- 
talism, achieve racial equality and end 
male chauvinism. 

The organization and the entire 
movement has undergone many changes 


lans— 


“Have I got a girl for you!” 
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in the two years since I explored SDS in 
Chicago. but those changes—the move 
underground, the bombings—have only 
deepened the fccling of near despair for 
young political radicals that the visit 
gave me. 

Alter refusing, in my own anticapital- 
ist way, to pay for an interview, I finally 
found the gray metal door without an 
outside knob on West Madison and 
talked with Bill Ayers, then the national 
education secretary of SDS. Bill, in his 
carly 20s, is bright, verbal and the prod- 
uct of a successful upper-middle-class 
Chicago family. We shared coffee, Pepsi- 
Cola and cigarettes at a small Mexican 
establishment just west of the gray door. 

When Bill wasn't discussing his ide 
ologies, he seemed to enjoy being a 
revolutionary. He liked the excitement of 
the neighborhood. which seemed to en- 
hance his role, He was too young to 
laugh with Fidel at the Bay of Pigs and 
too far removed to fight with Ché, but he 
wore his guerrilla uniform, slept on the 
floor and greeted passing prostitutes and 
panhandlers by name as he walked in the 
arca where Richard Speck, the multiple 
murderer, was apprehended and where 
raci lence was feverish after the 
assassination of Martin Luther King. 

After Bill settled into the 


wooden 


booth to talk, however, he lost the ap- 
pealing demeanor of the romantic revo- 
lution nd smothered me with the 


dismal and doctrinaire verbiage, the in- 
tense, humorless and repetitious rhetoric 
of the SDS periodical, New Left Note: 
He talked of the major coup that had 
severed the Progressive Labor Party from 
the SDS, because P.L., with all of its 
Ivy League money, had become more 


of a debating society than an ч 


group. His bibliography didn't 
the broad expanse of college reading 
programs, which were basically the ram- 
blings of the bourgeoisie. Even Herbert 
Marcuse was too theoretical. Fidel, Ché 
and Eldridge, along with Ma nd Mao 
and Lenin, had said it all. I wanted to 
plug for Peanuts, but I couldn't bear 
hearing Snoopy called reactionary. As 
said, “Many books make one 
which may indicate that Huey 
doesn't read many novels, or as Bill him- 
self put it: “A Пие spine is as education- 
al as a lot of br: " Which any football 
coach or drill sergeant would immediately 
endorse. 

The strange thing is that I was in 
almost total agreement with all of B 
goals. My difficulty was that I found it 
hard to accept his sense of infallibility 
embrace of dogmatic violence as 
ns of redress of the world’s ills. 1 
if President Nixon were telling 
me that my future depended on the 
ABM, or Senator James Eastland suggest- 
ing that I get 100 slaves and farm cotton. 
Bill was a likable young man, a bor 
leader, and I admired his concern to 
“power to the people.” But when 
he said coldly, “My father, for example, 
is a nice n but he shares in the vio- 
lence of the imperialist, and such violence 
can be met only with violence,” I formed 
a Meeting picture of patricide and won- 
dered if his leadership could be more 
amiable than that of the present power 
structure. 

I wanted to ask him good-naturedly if 
he was ever tempted to slip ош of his 
fatigues some night and to "dominate 
chauvinistically” some bourgeois dolly 
from Northwestern University, but he 
had informed me that there was no place 


ORTO УЗ 


in a guerrilla’s life for marriage and ch 
dren—nor, apparently, for fun. I dis- 
covered that even the college students 
were too bourgeois for Bill and SDS and 
that the hope of the world depended on 
armies of "greasers and young teens and 
high school dropouts.” I started to quote 
опе of my favorite revolutionaries, Her- 
mann Hesse, but 1 sensed that Bill 
wouldn't hear me: 


We immortals do not like things to 
jously. We like joking. 
young man, is am acci- 
dent of time. It consists, I don't 
mind telling you, in confidence, in 
putting too high a value on time. 
+ -. Eternity is a mere moment, just 
long enough for a joke. 


As I talked to Bill and later read the 
material he gave me from the SDS print- 
ing press, suddenly I was back in the 
Church reading wordy encyclicals that 
divided the world into good guys and 
bad guys and proposed to save it with 
true faith. And even though I have no 
respect for our war in Southeast Asia nor 
for die empty value system that has pro- 
duced want in the richest uation in the 
world, and even though 1 recognize our 
greedy exploitation of other nations and 
have only shame for our racist society, 
Bill Ayers frightened me with his sol 
emn vow of poverty, chastity and obedi- 
ence. I have tried that route with ийе 
sincerity. Perhaps Eric Hofler best int 
prets my fi Faith in a holy cause is 
to a considerable extent a substitute for 
the lost faith in ourselves. . . . The 
суеп those who 
practice utmost humility, is boundless. 

A happy revolutionary intrigues me 
an intense and infallible one turns me 
olt. Perhaps nothing needs revolution- 
izing as much as the revolutionaries who 
learned their approach to a problem in 
the puritan society they seck to reform. 
I found myself doodling when 1 got 
back to the hotel. It came out this way: 


vanity of the selfle 


Why can't we revolutionize revolu- 
tion 

And make ita permanent institution? 

Free it from blood and contusions, 

Provide it with several transfusions 

And make it our national sport! 


Melody wouldn't have liked that. I 
met her as I flew from Chicago to De- 
пой. On the lapel of her SDS fatigues 
was the greenand-gold medallion of 
lady freedom fighter in Vietnam. She 
working—intensely, of course—to 
indoctrinate the young for the fall pro- 
gram in the Detroit area. 
1 admire your goals, 
your intensi 
She wi 
ine: 

“Could someone like me be of help in 
your cause?” 

She looked at my reactionary dress; 


I said, "but 
nd hostility frighten me.” 
pleased: “Freedom is serious 
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we're offering you the world's most 
popular sailboat, the Sea Snark. 
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for this portable, unsinkable eleven- 
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150 а victim of circumstances as he i 


she was suspicious, but she sa 
have money, we can use it 

“How old are you?” I asked. 

“Eighteen,” she said. 

You look older.” 

"I am,” she replied without changing 
her expression. 

While I was in Chicago, I had visited 
the Capitol Theater—now the Dr. King 
Workshop—at 79th and Halsted, to hear 
the sublime oratory of a revolutionary 
who can laugh. The Reverend Jesse 
Jackson, a powerful, handsome man of 
30, heir apparent to Martin Luther 
King in the SCLC, was preaching to 
some 3000 people—largely blacks, pre- 
dominantly women—who gather each 
Saturday morning to hear him. An un- 
forgettable choir of beautiful young 
blacks sang You Know My Heart and 1 
Wish I Knew How It Felt to Be Free. 
There were a few preliminary remarks 
by the Reverend Calvin Morris—again, 
handsome and eloquent. Then Jesse ap- 
peared and the Capitol rocked and 
stomped and sang with the beauty and 
the pain of soul. And somehow 1, who 
wanted to belong to all of this, was 
made to feel that 1 did. I was not simply 
white, not the bourgeois liberal, 1 was а 
man who had known pain, gathered 
with brothers and sisters who had known. 
it as well. We were not graded according 
to the degree of our suffering. Each 
knew that it had been enough and we 
answered in chorus the litany that Jesse 
Jed: "I am somebody. 1 may be poor—but 
1 am somebody. 1 may be in prison— 
but I am somebody. 1 may be uneducated 
—but 1 am somebody. 

J was listening with tears to a charis- 
matic m who scemed to be real. 
Three hours went by somehow. This was 
not the somber Martin Luther King. Nor 
was this a man afraid of necessary vio- 
lence: "Know who your enemy is. He is 
not the black man." Nor was this a man 
who would turn his own hatred into a 
holy crusade of bloodshed without per- 
1 responsibility. This was a loving 
man beyond party lines, a man who 
could laugh at himself, a man who could 
be fierce ingry, gende and warm, 
who could listen as well as speak. 1 could 

a man is 
nd 


son 


ње to the authority of any 
power i h one does not believ 

I like Jesse Jackson and I believe that 
з his brother in the struggle for my 
own freedom and the freedom of m 
But I also believe that he is my brother. I 
do not crawl to a brother and beg his 
permission to be of service to pay for my 
past ignorance. 1 owe nothing for my 
ignorance except to become aware of it 
and to end it. 1 cannot make restitution 
to my black brother when I am as much 


1 do not agree with Eldridge Cleaver 
when he says: “We shall have our man- 
hood . . . or the earth will be leveled in 
our attempts to gain it.” I do not be- 
lieve that manhood is thus regained, 
either by leveling the earth or by the 
destruction of the capitalist system. 
Manhood is one’s own decision, one’s 
own struggle, one’s own pain; and until 
the black man has it, 1 do not believe 
that black leadership or black c; 
will be more humane and less гу! 
than white leadership or white capital 
ism. Perhaps the black man will lose his 
sense of humor in his struggle to gain 
the human dignity that is his right. If 
it is a pity, for his humor is more 
the badge that he has worn to 
relieve his degr n. It is the mark of 


his wisdom and beauty, even 
learned at the end of а slavemaster's 
whip. 


1 well understand that my comprehen- 
sion of the black man's pain is douded 
by inexperience, But 1 cannot accept the 

icature of the white man that I read 
d Wright, James Baldwin and 
Eldridge Cleaver. My life has not been 
as beautiful as the prisoner has painted 
it. Nor has my awareness of personal 
guilt antedated the black man's aware- 
ness of his slavery. And the SDS rhetoric 
that chastises me only reminds me of the 
synthetic heroism of every simplistic 
group that looks beyond itself for the 
source of misery. Hesse says it well: 


Now and again I have expressed 
the opinion ihat every nation and 
every person would do better, in- 
stead of rocking himsel to sleep 
with. political catchwords about. war 
guilt, to ask himself how far his 
own faults and negligences and evil 
tendencies are guilty of the war and 
all the other wrongs of the world, 
and that there lies the only possible 
means of avoiding the next war. 


ich a man can recognize that the 
capitalist is as much a vidim of his 
society as the Negro is of his; and he, 
too, is struggling to find the manhood 
that has cluded him, 

As 1 
careful educa 


said earlier, it took years of 
ion for me to les 
as basically a bastard, and 
number of holy causes to сопу 
that, without truc devotion to them, 1 
couldn't live. Now I would like to be 
happy revolut ble to en- 
joy the transfor society be- 
cause he sees the gradual transformation. 
of himself. 

When I left Elysium Field on а < 
day aftemoon, T picked up a hitchhiker 
who symbolized my fceling that the hap- 
py revolution is moving as vigorously as 
the serious one. This young man seemed 
10 stand as far from the doct 
revolutionaries of whatever kind a 


эсс me 


atur- 


from the dogmatic and infallible estab- 
lishment. 1 have met his refreshing kind 
many times before. He is, in my mind, 
the flowering of what Carl Rogers calls 
the New Man. 

He had been working in a machine 
shop; his pants were filthy, his naked 
chest and back covered with grease. 


repair then 
“Do you like it?” 
“I think it’s the greatest job there is. I 


work outside and it’s interesting.” 
"You work Saturdays, тоо?" 
"Now I do. I was picked up in San 


Diego and they found a pipe in my car 

and I was fined two hundred and fifty 

dollars. I have to earn that much more 

money.” 

Were you smoking pot?” 

' he said calmly. “They said I 

was, but I wasn't, but it doesn't matter. 

Jt was my long hair and my clothes that 

bothered them 
ven't you going to fight it?” I asked 

angrily. 

an't afford it” he said. “Besides, I 


win. Soon it'll all be different. I can tell, 
it’s everywhere. IUII all be different.” 

I dropped him off by the ocean so he 
could walk along the beach to “enjoy 
the sight of the waves.” He said simply: 
“Goodbye, brother,” and it sounded right 
and felt good. 

I was happy because I, too, know it 
all be different, because a New Man 
¢ no matter his numbers, a strong 
New Man, who knows what Hesse means: 


It is certain in any case that 
is quite disarmed by the gilt to 
so entirely in the present, to tr 
ure with such. 
flower by the wayside and the light 


that plays on every passing moment. 
Such a man can be part of a social 
change without turning it into an angry 


crusade. He can accept his body and 
bare it freely to the sun without equat- 
ing nudity with the godhead: he can 
discover his feelings without a peri 
hent commitment to therapy: he can 
care about other men without belongi 
to a church: he can enjoy his sexuality 
without making life a sustained orgasm; 
he can love blacks without 

he can fight for justice м 
making a threat or carrying a gun. He c 
be young or old, black or white; he 
can even bc a capitalist. He is not a true 
believer. He is a happy revolutionary 
who changes the workl—because his light 


shines, 
[y] 


“But, Mr. and Mrs. Humphrey, talking 
frankly about your sexual activities is pertinent to 
getling at the root of your problems.” 
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THE FROGS continued nom page ss) 


the Бепо. I suppose I could have arrived 
on the scene quicker, but when I did, 
the horror and fright I felt had been 
replaced by righteous indignation. With 
scarcely a glance at the crumpled corpse, 
I tore into the café, where half a dozen 
nt, sulky Frenchmen sat. A torrent 
of pidgin French, stage argot and half- 
remembered phrases from the Foli 
Bergère poured from my lips. “Bétes 
sauvages! Canaille! Méchants hommes! 
Quelle bêtise, quelle exposition formida- 
ble! Que va dire le général? Appellez les 
gendarmes!” 1 looked round for the man 
who had committed the crime, but could 
not identify him; yet they had all been 
there. They had watched, they had done 
nothing. and now a man lay dead in the 
gutter and still no one moved. “Ambu- 
lance!” | shouted. “Appeliez une ambu- 
lance, vite, vile! Very well, if you won't 
do it, I shall." I seized the telephone and 
realized I hadn't the slightest idea how to 
proceed. I pushed the receiver into the 


hands of the one I took to be the pro- 
prictor. “Appellez," 1 ordered. “Appel- 
lez, vite! Pas de nonsense! Attendez!” 
I really had them mesmerized. I think in 
that brief instant E realized why it is that 
Englishmen are so good in а crisis. Slow 
10 anger, perhaps, but when we are 
aroused, our fury is truly magnificent. 
“Vene: 1 reiterated. “Venez, vite!" 
And for the first time employing physical 
force, 1 drove my finger deep into the 
patron’s chest. There was а hint of 
menace now in the way in which he re- 
placed the receiver on its stand. His eyes 
were fixed on something at my back. 1 
spun round, ready for a surprise attack, 
to find that the corpse had now gotten to 
his feet and was dusting himself off. 
Then he started to laugh. 1 can never 
forgive him that laugh. 1 like to think he 
was concussed, but | can never be sure. 

But at least on that occasion, 1 n't 
have a Frenchman on my side. Ihe 
French are never on anyone's side (ог 
very Jong. When they capitulited in 


“What are you worried about? The youth movement 
is basically healthy. The really alienated dropouts like 
me are only a small, though vocal minority." 


1940, the general feeling in my country 
was that at last we could get on and win 
the war. “Now we know where we are,” 
we told one another. I was making an- 
other pictu me and the mood 
in the studio when we heard that Paris 
had fallen was one of quiet optimism. 
Only the director was silent and appre- 
hensive. "Come," I said to him at lunch- 
con, “surely the rushes can't have been 
all that terrible. No worse than yester- 
day's, at least. 

“It's not the rushes, for once,” he told 
me. “It’s Paris. You wouldn't understand 


at the 


what Paris means to me. It’s the last 
place left in Europe 
purchase genuine cha 
toning to the armpits. 

1 in 


where one can 
nois gloves but- 


gloves buttoning 
to the armpit stitched these 
days, the British have the monopoly. It 
is curious how the pole of sexual per- 
missiveness has shifted. Now it is the 
French who are the puritans and we 
the libertines. A friend of mine re- 
cently had a few hours to kill in Nice 
and decided to spend them in a brothel. 
Being a writer, the word bordello came 
eventually to his lips and his need mani 
ested itself to the hall porter of his hotel. 
He was directed to an apartment on the 
front and in the parlor he explained to 
the proprietress that what he enjoyed 
most was a sound whipping. A moment 
later, he was back on the Promenade des 
Madame's rebuke still ringing 
cars. "Pardon, monsiem, Cest une 
maison sérieuse," 

“OF course," he told me when 
recounted the incident, “I may not 
made myself understood." 


i 


he 


French to the frogs. As Noel Cow 
once remarked when he was susta 


role at La Comédie Francaise, “They 
simply don't understand their own 
langue.” How tue. "Place de la Con- 


you say to the taxi driver, and 
sits uncomprehending while you re- 
peat your instructions a dozen times 
before he consents to shrug his shoulders 
and get going. Once he has secured you 
as his passenger, he will take his time 
before deciding on the destination. 

“Place de la Concorde,” he will sud- 
denly announce, braking abruptly, and, 
turning the cab round, he comes scut- 
tling back from the Bois de Boulogne, 
where he has been enjoying the view at 
your expense. In England, a taxi dri 
doesn't make the foreigner pronounce 
Waterloo 27 times before conveying him. 
to the railway station. He doesn't have 
to; he knows his passenger is going to 
miss the boat train anyway because of 
the trathc jam. 

We and the French still keep board- 
inghouses. When an American rings a 
boardinghouse bell in France, the door 


is opened immediately. There is little 
fuss, hardly any formality, no questions 
asked. He just signs the book and pays 
up. Naturally, we, too, expect him to 
pay up; but before he does, there are 
many questions we like to ask. Is he 
respectable? How long is he planning to 
stay h us Whom shall we notify 
when he dies? Why has he соте? Was 
his Armenian? We don't 
mind if she was, but we like to know 
before we set about finding him a bed 
and something to cat. When we do find 
him something to eat, we expect him to 
gobble it up as quickly as possible, so 
that we can d the table. We do not 
encourage the sort of nonsense our neigh- 
bors go in for, with that absurd Guide 
Michelin of the 

It always surprises me that the French 
don't take the oath on that little red book 
with the tire and not that litle black 
one with the cross. In the past few yeai 
we have made efforts in our country to 
produce a Guide Michelin ourselves, and 
tourists can now buy improbably tiled 
works of semifiction describing the de 
lights or otherwise of restaurants they 
may hap on in the course of their travels 
along our bumpy British roads. They 
are written in a style usually reserved 
for school aud church magazines, and 
the remarks of the amateur inspectors 
display the insulferable condescension of 
the schoolmaster and the priest. They 
pass the roast duck and fail the souflé. 
Occasionally, they fall in love and make 
complete asses of themselves over the 
melon-ball cocktail; but mostly, the re- 
ports are cautious and qualified—the 
sweets may be “drowned in Cotswold 
cream,” but the gáteaux are 
ful.” "Perhaps the 
overambition . . . the menu is the 
of a small newspaper.” There is nothing 
so boring, alas, as the amateur con- 
noisscur—except, of course, the profes- 
ional; and France is a ion of 
onals: Nothing in that land is 
done simply for fun. Frogs are incapable 
of fun, hence, the extreme seriousness 
of their manner at table. A Frenchman 
reads every menu as if it were the last 
1 and testament of a rich aunt. What- 
ever his expectations, he is careful not 
to display them to the waiter until he 
has absorbed the bad news and laid the 
menu down on the table in a gesture of 
ignation. Only then does he submit 
himself to interrogation and. eventually, 
to demands. There no love lost be- 
tween a French restaurateur and his 
patrons; there never was any to start 
with. There is, however, a good deal of 
nonsensc—to which Michelin subscribes 
by listing, for instance, 12 restaurants 
all of France that are considered by its 


mother an 


" "They're playing our song?! Who's playing our song?!” 


inspectors to be outstanding. They tell us: 


Here, the food is always very 
good, sometimes superb. . , . Memo- 
rable meals, the glory of French 
cooking, the best wines, faultless 
service. . . . In these restaurants, 
price has no meaning. Give advance 
notice of your arrival whenever pos- 
sible; the chef will then be able to 
surpass himself. 


However, lest the chef has surpassed 
himself once too often and has had a 
nervous collapse, the Guide warns in 
small print that you may be served a 
mediocre meal and urges you, in which 
case, not to judge too harshly, suggesting 
that perhaps you came on an off day. 

From time to time, I have explored 
les bonnes tables, as they have one 
advantage: You seldom find any French- 
men cating at them, The idea that any- 
where at any time price has no meaning 
is one to which, as a people, Frenchmen. 
cannot subscribe. Indeed, the French- 
man prefers to dine gazing at the prices 
ide of the restaurant 
window, keeping an eye on the proprie- 
tor, lest the good man arm himself with 
a paintbrush and а pot of w 
and revise the price while one 
the rump steak garni. 

In most of the three-star 
restaurants D have visited, only the 
comes up to expectations. Perhaps the 


med on the ou 


Michelin 


fault mine. l am not the stuff of 
which princes and archdukes are made, 
A plethora of waiters depresses me; the 
grander the restaurant, the more humble 
seem my own table manners. If T spill 
the gravy, which 1 do quite often, I don’t 
want the cloth changed. I prefer simply to 
put a plate over the puddle. To cat in 
such places is to find oncsell back in the 
nursery with a strict governes 

If I were to live in France today, it 
would not be for the restaurants’ spé- 
cialités, nor for the women, but possibly 
for the bread. 1 am speaking of thc 
old-fashioned sort, which the French un- 
derstand better than anyone, (That they 
understand the other sort, too, goes 
without saying.) While English moth- 
ers wait outside the school gates to 
take their children home for lunch, 
French mothers—or fathers, for that 
matter—wait at the bakery to take home 
the bread. Their devotion to this t 

genuinely touching. 
for it is enormous. 


ppetite 


n from his cradle to 
grave. In a sense, his short life is onc 
long picnic. Wherever he goes, whatever 
he does, he takes along one of those 


long crispy loaves to split down the 
middle, butter and munch, 

So much munching undoubtedly loos- 
ens the jaw in childhood and is one of 
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the reasons I find French actors so dif- 
ficult to understand—another being, of 
course, that I do not speak the language 
fluently. When I go to the theater in 
Paris, it is invariably not to enjoy myself 
so much as to inspect a property that 


someone has told me might be adapted 
to serve as a vehicle for my own talents. 
While ba 
table middle-aged French actor in the 
inevitable role of mari complaisant or 
cocu, I enlist advance the 
It is rarely an enjoyable eve- 
ning, as my companion either sits enrap- 
tured by the piece, too absorbed by the 
brilliance of the dialog or the complexi- 
ty of the action to explain what's going 
my whispered 


cing myself to watch the inevi- 


rvice of a 


on, or else, in 


nswer to 
entreaties, merely shrugs, mutters: that 
its too silly to repeat and suggests we 
leave for dinner, 

Although I have never had one of my 
own plays performed in France, like N. 
Coward or P. Ustinov, I have appeared 


“Well, I think that children she 


on the Paris stage. Indeed, 1 could claim 
to have made my debut in that city. It 
occurred one night at the Moulin d'Or 
during that same wip I made with my 
father when I was 16. I don't think I 
had ever before seen a naked woman 
dancing across a waterfall pursued by a 
gorilla, nor Madame de Pompadour and 
her comt ladies in the altogether. I was 
having a ball when suddenly I found 
myself actually dancing on the stage. I 
ad drawn a lucky program number and 
was in a line doing the сапсап with 
other fun-loving tourist types and, of 
course, Madame de Pompadour, the 
girls and the gorilla. I remember the 
comedian making a joke about me and 
g me a present, and I found myself 
g to my seat, clutching a string 
of course, 
but neither was anything else on that 
enchanting evening. The gorilla w: 
man—and so was I by the end of 


retur 
of pearls. They weren't re: 


a 


ould 


see affection between mature adults, although it 
would be better if that were Briggs.” 


JAGUAR STORY 


(continued from page 100) 
and mind-splitting unreliabi 
swear, even as they bled, that they loved 
it all and would be content with noth- 
ing else. The British ultraenihu: 
turned a stone face to everything that 
made motoring casicr and thus more 
essible to the masses from synchro- 
mesh gears and the cenwifugal spark 
advance to the abominable automatic 
i The XK-120, if it didn't go 
in the other ection, at 
least pointed out the path 

On the other hand, perhaps what Wil- 
liam Lyons had done wasn't 
new. Certainly he was follo: 
precept of the original earthshakers, Ford 
and Austin: Make it cheap and sell it by 
1. Jaguar has never export 
n 50 percent of its output, in 
s has run as high as 80 per 
cent, and does business in 100-odd coun- 
tries. Lyons worst enemics would not 
deny that the figures reflect his deter- 
mination to avoid the parochial like 
typhoid, to build [or world taste. Not 
all U. К. manufacturers have shared his 
insight. 

Heart of the marvel that was the XK- 
120 was the six-cylinder, 3.4-liter double- 
overhead-camshaft engine, rated at 160 
horsepower. Susceptible to apparently 
endless modification and improvement, it 
vas to prove out as one of the longest- 
ved of automobile power plants. Its 
longevity was the root secret of the Jag- 
uar price policy: The initial tooling costs 
on the XK engine were paid for so long 
ago that only the accountants remember, 
and they're not sure, The engine had 
been in work since just after the 
war, the creature of Heynes and Walter 
Hassan, long a legendary figure in hi 
speed design, First double-overhead-cam- 
shaft hemihead engine to be made on а 
production-line basis, it more 
horsepower per liter than any other such, 
and its estimated top speed in the two 
seater chassis—120 тарһ—и 
ive: Run through a flying mile in 
Belgium, it did 132.6. 

Competition drivers couldn't wait to 
lay hands on 120s, In August 1 
Leslie Johnson's roadster won the 
stone production-car race; im 1950, Lan 
Appleyard won the Alpine Rally, Peter 
Walker took the Shelsley Walsh hill climb, 
Stirling Moss won the "Tourist Trophy 
and Phil Hill won at Pebble Beach, 
the first big U.S. victory for the ХК. 

These were pri efforts. The 
factory's own program, headed by the 
legendary F. В. W. "ойу" England, 
was pointed to the 24-hour race 
Mans. Le Mans, though it was a French 
race, Was important to British car lovers: 
it was famed in song and story as the 
site of the glorious Bentley triumphs in 


jes—and 


showed 


s conserva 


меом 


the Twenties and Thirties: They won it 
five times. It was plain that stock XK-120s 
would be overmatched at Le Mans in 
1951 against the quick Ferraris and the 
big Chryslerengined Cunning! A 
pro forma two-seater body was put on a 
light tubular chassis, the engine an XK- 
120 boosted to 210 hp, This was the 
Ctype Jaguar. Three were entered. An 
identical oil pipe failure put two out, 
but the third, Peter Whitek and 
Peter Walker up, won at a new record 


rate, 93.49 mph for the day and night of 
The C-type won n 1053, 
first and second place: the leading car 
was first ever to average over 100 mph at 
Le Mans. Ferrari won in 1954 by two 
and a half minutes over a new competi- 
tion Jaguar, the D-type. The XK engine 
was now putting out 250 hp, and the D- 
type, which won at Le Mans the next 
year, had 985. Privately entered D-types 
won in 1956 and 1957 to give the Jaguar 
an equal standing with the Bentley as a 
fivetime Le Mans victor. The big year 
was 1957: first, second. third, fourth and 
sixth, a wipeout 

The all-conquering D-type was a stark 
sports-race car, thoroughly unsui 
everyday use; but so many people want 
ed one that the factory put into work 
a roadable version, the body equipped 
with reasonable amenities and the 


able for 


nd so on that would 
nsing inspection. Even 
imed by 35 hp in the 
interest of tractability, the XK-SS would 
reach 100 mph in 14 seconds and touch 
144 at the top end. It was an export- 
only item and 16 had been built, 12 for 
the U.S. market, when a fire destroyed 
nearly one third of the Jaguar factory. 
Disastrous block-square fires were an old 
story to people who had lived through 
the blitz; they began to rebuild as soon 
as the rubble cooled. The factory was back 
to normal in six weeks, but the XK-SS 
was a permanent casualty. 

In 1956, the year William Lyons was 
deservedly knighted, Jaguar abandoned 
racing. The bill had been around 
$3,000,000 and worth it. The publicity 
return had been prodigious; it had sold 
not only thousands of XK-120s, 1405 and 
150s but thousands of sedans, too. The 
Mark VII of 1950 had been called as 
much a breakthrough as the ХК-190: a 
big sedan, sized for the U.S. marker, the 
XK 120 engine giving it a true 100 mph 
and roadability to cope with it. It was a 
luxurious car, loaded with the leather 
and the genuine tree-wood without which 
no quality British car has а chance, even 
today, on the home market. It could be 
used as a limousine, but still it turned 
out to be a useful rally car, winning the 
brutal Monte Carlo in 1956, and it 
could be raced. Stirling Moss ran one in 
a production-car race at Silverstone the 
year alter it came out, and while a con- 
temporary photograph shows it heeled 


bumpers, lights 


see it through Tic 
with the engine 
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A YOUNG WOMAN By Jim Beaman 


hard over, indeed, in a corner, precari- 
ously hanging in there, still it did win. 
Not the best loved of all Jaguars, the 
Mark VII plagued many owners with 
oyances: electrical problems, 
stent starting difficulties and other 
h nuisances. In the late Forties and 
carly Fifties, British car makers heavily 
dominated the U.S. market; but the 
Volkswagen blitz, emphasizing rigidly 
schooled mechanics and. warehouses. full 
of parts, changed all that, and some cars 
that had sold well—the Austin A40 comes 
to mind—practically disappeared. Jaguar 
had an advantage in its first U.S. deal- 
M. E. Hoffman, who is a supersales- 
man in the classic mode. (A customer 
said, “If you told Hoffman New York 
was going to be atom-bombed in five 
minutes he'd say, "Iis not important. 
I'm going to show you the greatest ашо- 
mobile in the world. You will эсс. 


ous permutations up to the Mark X, 
with 24, 34, 3.8 42 
gines. In 1968, a redesigned sedan, the 
X]6, was announced—prematurely, as it 
turned out. Production difficulties, ob- 
vious bad planning and wildcat strikes so 
delayed the car that it is only now 
g into the showrooms 
ble quantities. For a long time, it com- 
manded a black-market price as high 


reasona- 


as £1000 (52400) over list. One enterpris- 
acter was discovered to have got 
ting list 


ng ch: 
his name on the top of the 
in 16 dealerships. I drove one 
gland for a week in May 
«mit, more or less cheerfully, that I 
loathed every Mark VIT I ever sat it 
but the X J6 is something else again, quiet, 
fast (120 mph) and sure-footed on the 
road to а degree still uncommon. 
parable American cars, It 
that heats and an automatic transmission 
that does automate, if without the tu 
binelike, notchless smoothness tha 
taken for granted in the best Detroiters, 
(The heater and the automatic transmi 
sion, for reasons that baffle me, at least, 
seem to have been the two things Euro- 
pean makers have found hardest to mas- 
ter.) The XJ6 spreads out a splendid 
impression of luxury, not more nor less 
than, say, a Cad but of a different 
sort. It's classic luxury, a virtuoso treat- 
ment of the soli-leather, polished- 
walnut, big-round-nstrument theme. You 
can't get an XJ6 upholstered in a sculp- 
tured fabric shot through with silver 
threads, and perhaps that’s just as well; 
it would probably make the cir look, as 
the British say, tarted up. 

The XJ6, stickered ar $7000-plus, 
the export version, the same 
nc that gave the famous 
E-type its blistering performance. Slinky, 
slipperylooking as a shark, the “Lyons 
ne” all over it, the E-type two-seater was 


Jaguar's 1961 gift offering (at around 
$5600) to its devoted clientele. Few 
ever built. The 
ype was, one might say. ply 
ithful to what was now becoming the 
ition: It looked great, went like the 
hammers of hell—100 mph in 22 seconds, 
with lots left—and it handled impeccably, 
stopped imperatively оп llinch disk 


beiter-looking cars w 
E 


brakes in [ront and 10-inch in the rear. 


But the ghost of the longsullering 
British Enthusiast still rode beside the 
driver: no synchromesh on first g 
windows-up ventilation? forget it, outside 
door handles sized for ten-year-olds fin- 
gered small for their age, heavy clutch, 
convertible tops that leaked, dimmer 
switch on the dashboard, an interior 
that might have been designed by dhe 
mechanics who made it. But, going, it 
was some sensational S6500 worth (after 
Ш, you could challenge $18,000 Ferrari 
things; you might not win, but you 
wouldn't look like a clown); til 
so many were sent to this country (95 per- 
cent of production in some years) that an 
E-Jag became 
ion, it was a big draw 


t curbside. 
For years the elves of Coventry hinted 


that the wizard Heynes had on his draw- 
ing board a new engine to replace the 
ancient device that had pushed the XK- 
120 to glory. The old one had be 
bored, fiddled and breathed upon to 
churn out 125 more horsepower than it 
h, but there had to be an 
somewhere. Heynes told me 
ler binding oath, 
ideed. such an engine 
a VI2. There is a certain 
1 thar number (ob- 
Чу, since most models of the Ferrari 
have been VI2). The VIG Cadillac and 
armon engines of 40 years ago were 
delightfully smooth. A V12 engine, for 
ical and unenchanting, i 
inherently in balance. It can idle quiet 
ly, accelerate briskly, run at top speed 
without unseemly hubbub, А VI2, 314- 
hp engine is in the саг that. will replace 
the E-type as the E-type replaced the 
XKs. This engine produces the sensa- 
tion, and the forward motion to go with 
it, of an E-type engine set up for racing, 
nd with about as much tumult as a 
Waring blender. It will jump 0-60 in 68 
seconds and it will run 140 mph (the 
theoretical top is nearly 150) with digni- 
ty. That last is important. There isn't 
much point in going fast il it’s all an 
adventure, That's for stock-car race driv- 
ers, who know what Parnelli Jones meant 
when he said, “If the thing's in control, 
you're not going fast enough.” 
A plan, later aborted, to go to Le Mans 
1 in the Sixties was the root of 
am project: Heynes, 
W. L. Bailey, Walter 
Г designer Harry Mundy. 
inc rated at 


n 


was born wi 


was over 


500 hp, so 
tion VI, I 


's obvious that the produc- 
the old XK-120, will ac- 
cept amount of future modification. 
Incidentally, the 4.2 Series 2 E-type en- 
gine continues in production, although 
the car itself does not, and it can be h: 
as an option in the Series 3 

There are lots of important little 
things in the VI2 Jag, like fully tran- 
sistorized ignition (no points to get out 
of whack). Detail improvements in the 
new model take pages to list. In font, 
it has a wider front track than the old 
E-type, antidive suspension, ventilated 
disks. It runs on six-inch rims, Dunlop 
rad es on the pressedstecl wheels. 
Wire spokes cam be had. 

So, Sir William has done it again. A 
car that doesn't look like anyone elses, 
things on it that can be called new! 
new! new! and released with perfect 
timing—when the market for the old 
onc had been worked out. He's won 
the hal£price war again, hands down: 
For the price of a car of comparable us- 
able perform: ating, you 
can have two VI? Jags (they go for about 
57300 cach) and maybe a dune buggy and 
a good bike thrown in. For consistency's 
sake, there are a few grubby things: oc- 
onal body noise, road rumble, easy 
bottoming at the rear. The heating sys- 
tem is a lot better, but the switches are 
still Mickey Mouse and obscure, you still 
go to the dashboard to dim the lights and 
you still jam your fingers in the outside 
door handles, On the first cars to come 
into this country, at least, the original 
vight-rive layout was obvious in such 
things as switch placement. The selector 
lever for the Borg-Warner automatic 
(better than before, but it still chirps and 
tells you everything it's doing) has the 
detents on the left side of the slot, where 
a driver sitting on the right, as in. Eng- 
land, will naturally push the lever to the 
left and engage the notches. But since 
there are no detents on the other side of 
the slot, it’s dead casy for a leftside 
driver to stuff the stick from second 
straight into reverse, an event that, at 60 
mph, would produce calamity, if not some- 
thing serious. But the underbonnet view 
would moye a heart of stone, and the 
engine response, the sheer spinning surge 
of it, is lously exciting, and terror- 
free, too, because for all its capability, the 
thing is as sturdy as a set of bar bells. 

] in the 
ng. I d thats a tribute 
to old-world craftsmanship (E devoutly 
doubt it) or the brutal intransigence of 
British union leaders or other, weightier 
tors beyond my ken. Still, the last of 
ht coats of paint is not laid on until 


the car has been road tested. That, no 
argument, suggests a strictly first-cabin 
attitude going in. Or, rather, со 
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ROBERT TAFT, JR. favorite son 


THE TAFTS OF ошо are probably the most distinguished family 
of Republicans in С. О.Р. history. In the early years of this 
century, William Howard Taft was Teddy Roosevelt's Secre- 
tary of War, then his hand-picked successor as President and 
later Chief Justice of the United States. In the Forties and 
сапу Fifties, his son, Robert A. Taft—"Mr. Republi 

was a formidable power in the Senate, a staunch tradition: 
and conservative, who was edged out of his party's Presidential 
nomination in 1952 by Dwight D. nhower. And in 1971, 
his son, Robert Taft, Jr. was sworn into the Senate. "Taft — 
who is 54 and father of four children—had tried for the scat 
first in 1964, when he was still a member of the House of 
Representatives. but. like many other Republicans, went 
down with Goldwater. He left Washington and returned to 
Cincinnati and his law practice. was reelected to the House 
in 1966 and finally made it to the Senate, barely defeat 
ing political newcomer Howard Metzenbaum. Taft has been 
consistently loyal to his old friend Richard Nixon, whose 
Presidential nomination he seconded in 1960 

Vieinamization, the SST, revenue sharing 
assistance plan and has backed Nixon's intervention in the 
Calley case. Though he defended the Cambodian and Laotian 
operations, he shares his father’s conviction that the United 
States should avoid a land war in Asia and has sponsored 
legislation to limit Presidential authority in deploying combat. 
troops without prior Congressional approval. In fact, he seems 
ke his father—less doctrinaire than his partisans would 
like to believe. The inevitable question: Has he inhe 
family's Presidential itch? “No,” he laughs, "I'm quite happy 
where I am. 1 just want to do this job the best way I can.” 
There is another national office, however, for which his cool, 
reasoned conservatism might seem an asset. It’s now held by 
the man who swore Taft into the Senate: Spiro T. Agnew. 


JOHN V. TUNNEY heavyweight 


torial bout last November, most 
luded—acknowledged that Cali- 
"s John V. Tunney, son of former boxing champ Gene 


AFTER HIS VICTORIOUS эс! 


political observers 
forni; 
Tunney, had proved himself a heavyweight in his own right 
Hauling in a helty 54 percent of the vote in his match 
ast С. O. P. incumbent George Murphy, Democrat Tun 
ney even topped—by 100,000—the gubernatorial yotes racked 
up by Ronald Reag: in his successful bid for re-election 
Three well-publicized ms in the House of Representatives 
plus np: 
win, but charisma was undoubtedly the biggest factor. With 
equine smile and tousled hair, the youngest (37) member of 
the Senate projects the same glamorous quality that ingratiated 
the Kennedys with so many Americans. The Tunney image. in 
fact, is pure Kennedy: vigorous athletic interests, Roman 
Catholicism, inherited wealth. New England background, a 
beautiful blonde wife, three towheaded children and two 
campaiga ing brothers. There is even a personal tie to 
the Hyannisport clan: Edward Kennedy was Tunney’s Univer 
sity of Virginia Law School roommate, and they remain close 
gh Tunney has appeared to be making an effort 
to play down that friendship since he took office, his positions 
on major issues are more liberal—and closer to Teddy’s—than 
those he took in the House, Recently, he has strengthened his 
anti-Vietnam-war posture, has sponsored an Indian-education 
act and cast а “vote of conscience” against the SST that drew 
heated criticism from Reagan, Los Angeles Mayor Sum Yorty 
and California's aerospace workers. The increasingly vocal 
freshman, like Kennedy, publicly eschews any White House 
ambitions; but alter his election—when supporters wasted по 
time in booming him for the Vice-Presidency in 1972—Tunney 
didn't sound completely averse to the idea. "When people 
bring it up,” he said, “I have to admit I rather enjoy it. 


иней to his 


cautiously libe 


п stance cont 


BELLA ABZUG woman їп the house 


"WOMEN'S LIBERATION? 105 old hat to me—I've been living it 
for nearly 30 years and I wouldn't have it any other way. 
Life with Bella Abzug. a quintessentially emancipated wom- 
an who is currently serving her first term as Representative 
for New York's 19th Congressional District, is thus described 
by her husband, Martin, а soft-spoken novelist and stockbroker. 
Nobody would describe Mrs. Abzug, 50, as soft-spoken; for 
two decades, as lawyer and lobbyist, she’s been fighting at the 
top of her voice for minority rights, free speech. labor unions 
and equality for women. Her methods range from hail-fellow- 
wellmet heartiness (Newsweek has called her “a self-propelled 


pushcart”) to pure chut: attempting to enlist Chi 
cago antiwar activist Tony Podesta for some Nixon heckling 
rallies, Bella realized halfway through her telephone tirade that 


an aide had connected her with Assists 


nt Secretary of Com- 
merce Robert A. Podesta—a loyal Nixon 

Bella breezily, “I wanted to talk to you project in my 
district. Can we get together on Monday?” Typically, she got 
the appointment. On admission to the bar in 1947. after 
graduation from Columbia Law School, Mrs. Abzug launched 
into labor Law and soon found herself representing blacks, vic 
tims of McCanthyite purges and longshoremen rebelling against 
union leadership. Since the carly Sixties, her energies have been 
focused on the peace movement. To Bella, Nixon's Vietnam 
policy is “a B-movie rerun of the Johnson script; her first act 
in Congress was to introduce a resolution requiring total U. S 
withdrawal from Indochina by July 4, 1971. Although a strong 
backer of women’s lib—she has proposed 21-hour child-care 
facilities and legalized abortion—she’s not identified with its 
more radical fringes, and she finds her own husband "tremen- 
dously supportive." Indeed, it was old-fashioned chivalry that 
originally brought them together. Martin Abzug met Bella 
Savitzky back in 1942—by ollering her a scat on a crowded bus, 


p well," said 
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(BY i DDD Gem ron pree 120) 


have lo worry about being recognized; I 
am too small a fish to really worry about 
being sent back from the States. And 
yet, still 

ш 

Leary, too, asked questions about ту 
family, and was impressed by the fact 
that my wife and 1 are very close. I 
asked him why everyone was so con- 
cerned with my family life. He said it 
was a matter of tantric tradition, the Hin- 
du belief that a single man is only half 
a man, one of the rca: everyone has 
so much trouble with J. Edgar Hoover. 
He is а 76yearold bachelor and is thus 
a unicripple. 

So I was not eni 
st I was 


ely without redemp- 
And I 


n ex-convict. 


„ who played one of the convicts 
in Cool Hand Luke and was one of the 
few friends I made while out in Holly- 
wood shooting the movi 

Timothy sympathized with my bad 
experiences out there. He himself had 
endured the same rape, the insult, the 
degradation. He admitted that Holly- 
wood wits the опе institution he could 
never overcome, And he was impressed 
that I had dropped out of high school. 
Rosemary had also quit after two year: 
оу has a Ph.D, but 
nds аге dropouts. 

Yet there is still a lot of the school- 
master in him. I was constantly provoking 
his displeasure by not listening properly 
or by being obdurate. "I have tried to 
tell you something four times, but you 
keep interrupting.” Again, while he wi 
expounding some involved theory, I got 


lost, And then—bam! “What's the mat 
ter? Haven't you been listening? 

He told me some things about his es- 
саре but wouldn't give all the details. 
‘There was a key to its success that might 
prove useful to others, he said. Besides, 
he was already writing a book about it. 

‘The planning took three months and 
was engineered by Bernardine Dohrn, 
Jeffrey Jones, Bill Ayers and Mark Rudd, 
tribal leaders of Weatherman and the 
SDS and all of them fugitives. Timothy 
was very proud of this and wanted to 
have their names published, so they could 
get proper credit. 

There were 40 people involved. A 
fund of $30,000 was raised through con- 
tributions from dope dealers all around 
the country. The final nine-member es- 
cipe group was commanded by a 1 
year-old kid assisted by a ten-year-old. 
Four cars were used, all equipped with 
two-way radios. 

The news media indicated that the 
escape was a mere walkaway. It was a 
ountry club” joint, with minimum secu- 
rity, reserved for old-timers, good risks, 
assorted rats, finks and snitches, political 
cons of all kinds. But Timothy had to 
climb a 12-foot chain-link fence topped 
with barbed wire; and outside, five trucks 
with armed guards in the cabs patrolled 
in the darkness. 

Suspicious of possible roadblocks, the 
four escape cus leapfrogged ahead of 
one another, radioing back when every- 
thing was dear. One car was given the 
job of leaving Leary's prison clothes in a 
gasstation rest room eight miles in the 
wrong direction. 

He was joined by Rosemary, who had 


“And here’s my dog, Spot.” 


also been given a ten-year sentence but 
had been free under an appeal bond. 
Together, they were shuttled across the 
country, hiding out in a string of safe 
houses provided by the Weatherman un- 
derground. To hoard a plane for Paris 
13 а alter the escape—using false 
passports—Rosemary changed her ap- 
pearance with glasses, makeup and a 
wig. Timothy cut his hair short. The 
center of his head was shaved to simu- 
Tate baldness and the rest of his h as 
dyed red. He removed his false teeth 
and his hearing aid, wore heavy-rimmed 
glasses and assumed a vacant fa 
expression with popped eyes. He 
wearing a business suit and tic. 

Mcanwhile, O'Hare airport was in a 
security crisis due to an epidemic of 
skyjackings. New equipment had just 
been installed. New regulations were in 
effect. All hand luggage was thoroughly 
examined before boarding. Every pas 
senger stepped between two shiny met; 
poles, a pluinclothes security guard in- 
tently ching a dial that would detect 
large metal objects. It was the gateway 
to their freedom. They were about to be 
reborn, passing through this square, 
electronic vagina 

Timothy was told to stop, to back up, 

to walk through slowly. The guard 
watched the instruments, nervous, un: 
dertrained and inexperienced, paying 
no attention. whatever to this funny- 
looking guy with the silly expression. 
Behind him stood Rosemary, unable to 
smile, unable to talk, unable to swallow 
because of the large ball of hashish she 
held in her mouth. 
In Algeria, Timothy was never with- 
t his leather cap to cover his embar: 
rassment. The gray was just beginning 
to grow back through the red dye and 
his bald pate was barely sprouting new 
hair. 

He wore that cap to dinner the first 
night I was there. We ate at the Ri 
Bella, onc of the few restaurants that 
had not been nationalized. Eldridge 
Cleaver had nicknamed the place the Rob- 
ber Baron. Timothy wayed and smiled 
and shook hands with all the waiters and 
bartenders, employing his rather ingrati- 
ating American-tourist puppydog style. 
We were waited on by the proprictor 
himself, an artful evader of legal food 
prices. A high-pressure sales-resistance fun 
feud had been going on for some time 
between him and the Learys. 

The meal was well-prepared French 
cuisine. Everyone was in good spirits, 
Rosemary happily describing the house 
ad found right on the beach, The 
rent would be only 150 dinar ($30) a 
month, but it would take 310,000 for 
rcbuilding and repairs. They didn't say 
how they expected to get the moncy. It 
had been the house of a local adminis- 
trator before the Algerian revolution. It 
had been bombed and heavily damaged 


and had been vacant ever since. The 
local police n was on one side, they 
|, and the village whorehouse on the 
- I questioned that one, knowing 
that Algeria is much too straight to 
allow whorchouses. Timothy just smiled. 
“What's the difference whether it’s true 
kes his own reali- 


ty, anywa: 

From several people who knew him 
over the years, 1 had heard that Leary 
wasn’t Ihe same person anymore. The 
first time he turned on, he was almost 
40. He was charming, graceful, wilty and 
clever. He was an absolute square and a 
stone lush. And then one day down in 
Mexico, he ale seven of those magic 
mushrooms the Aztecs had called the 
flesh of God. 

Six years later, he had already taken 
311 trips on psilocybin and LSD. He has 
averaged one a weck ever since. He has 
become gaunt. His hair is gray. His 
conversation has changed. Some people 
suggest he has suffered permanent brain 
damage. The only way to prove it would 
be to cut his head in half, flatten it out 
and take a look. 

Ten years after the village witch 
brought those mushrooms to the Har- 
vard instructors vacation villa, he was 
in prison, doing one to ten years in 
the California Men’s Colony. His crime 
was possession of marijuana, He also 
faced a ten-year sentence in Texas. He 
was also accused in New York on charges 
that could have brought the total to 
28 y 

He had been denied bail while he 
appealed his sentence, on the grounds 
that his writings and his lectures made 
him a menace to society. The Supreme 
Court declared this unconstitutional. But 
California stalled and kept him in stir 
anyway. Hucy Newton, cofounder of the 
Black Panther Parly, was being held in 
the same joint in the maximum-security 

ig. They kited notes back and forth. 

In prison, Leary was given a psycho- 
logical-profile test. И was one that he 
himself had designed while working at 
the Kaiser Foundation Hospital. 

We got to talking about revolution 
and I was surprised to hear the hard 
statements coming from these sweet, 
gentle, laughing people who spoke so 
often of love and peace, to feel the 
intensity of their emotions, to be wit- 
ness to the shrill intransigence of their 


If he is not, he should 
form and qu 
can be friendly with a pig. 
than you could be friendly with a Nazi. 
It is war. It is our nation against the 
U.S. Government.” 

Timothy said he would not become a 
foot soldier because of his age and be- 
cause he is а Libra, But philosophically, 
he said, he is even more radical than the 


Weathermen. And then the statemen 
that seem so sad in the light of 
quent events: He is completely bel 
the Black Panthers, he said. He believes 
Huey Newton is the greatest Amer 
who has ever lived. The white race has 
created all the problems of this world, 
but the leadership of the future will be 
colored. America is lucky to have such 
men as Cleaver and Newton. They are 


generous and they are forgiving. Un- 
like some other black-nationalist groups, 
the Black Panthers are not racists, The 


Weathermen, by contrast, are “acid rev- 
olutionarics" They live in the tribal 
style and they represent activists rather 
than intellectuals. Their ages are be- 
tween 18 and 22. Unlike the old-guard 
Jewish liberals, they are from the Mid- 
west, they are middle class, in very good 
physical condition and very beautiful. 
One of the inside jokes is that your 
father must carn at least $30,000 a year 
for you to be a Weatherman. 

1 tried to raise certain questions. Even 
if violence is not the wrong tactic, is this 
the time for a full-scale revolution? The 
right wing is infinitely more powerful. 
They have the guns and the manpower, 
е law, the church and the 


the American flag. 

‘The response I got had nothing to do 
with strategy. It was raw emotion, Rose- 
mary spoke about her own willingness 
to off a pig in order to defend her 
personal freedom. Timothy listened to 
her, smiling, his eyes sparkling, offering 
his open upraised palm in the “right on” 
position, Rosemary slapping it lightly, 
automatically, without interrupting h 
blazing attack directed at me, the repre- 


sentative of the establishment press, the 
square enemy. 
“Wouldn't you fight to keep from 
ing back to prison? To defend your 


posture, to pause 
cs and power and t 
in itself is part of the system. 

"But do you really believe in vio- 
lence?" 1 asked 


ш: all this 


“Violence? Who's violent?” 
“Blowing up police stations and 
banks?" 


You call that violent? The bombs 
nst property, not people. We 
ash the machinery of the es- 
tablishment. It's the pigs who are vio- 
leni. In the black ghettos, in North 
d in North Vietnam. One per- 
lled in the bombing in Wis- 
yes. But it was an accident. No 
one was supposed to be in the building 
that And the Weathermen apolo- 
gized for that." 

It is an unfair question to ask if they 
can really win or И they are beyond 
caring whether or not they can. 
АЙ that stuff you're asking is politics. 
What we're talking about is wa 

Timothy called himself a “loyal pa- 
triot of the future internation.” He 
would possibly permit the robbery of 
his personal property. But he would kill 
to defend himself against any da 
his freedom. He admitted the Weather- 
men may eventually find that attacks on 
people will be necessary, especially if the 
pigs continue their present tactics as 
demonstrated at Kent State and at Jack- 
son, Mississippi. They are now hold 


"Didn't I hear you threaten to walk home a minute ago?" 
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“Joan Westlake is having an abortion.” 


back de 
potent: 

“IE ten teenage Је 
blown up a Nuremberg beer h 
Hitler and a thou 


perately to demonstrate thei 


and liberals had 
Jl with 


side, they would have been applauded. 
And this would ncouraged the 
Germans to rise up and do likewise. In 


the very same way and for the sime 
reason, the Weathermen might blow up 
St. Patrick's Cathedral with five thou- 
sand pigs inside. 
Timothy said. 
tell anyone to off a pi 
support, defend and glorify such an а 
оп the part of someone else.” 
т. Rosemary felt tired and 
went up to their room. Timothy and 1 
t for а walk, The rainy season had 
begun and the road. to the fishing port 
was puddled and muddy, the air damp 
and cold. We walked out the 
breakwater, looking at the boats, smell 
ing the fish nets, fecling the wind. He 
ked that the place looked like Porto- 
о, befor i 
it, This was considerably exaggerated, 
but I had learned not to conti 
Briefly. we played a landscaping game 
On which. cliff would Howard. Johnson's 
go? What about the Holiday Inn? The 
billboards? 
He described how he and Rosemary 
had lived in a tepee for two years on a 


would not urge or 
But 1 would 
1 


onto 


the tourists 


mountaintop beyond Palm Springs, with- 
out decnicity and without running 
water. They would get high and be able 


nd see nothing 
Sometimes they 


to look all around them 


that was man-made. 


were raided by the fuzz, but they were 
ways tipped off by an informer at 
police headquarters. Before they split, 
they carefully left love notes behind for 
the pigs. 

Timothy is infatuated with playing 
fugitive, just as hip cons are in love with 
the game of cops and robbers. He espe- 
cially likes put-ons. He once deliberately 
spread а rumo he was dead, assassi 
nated by 

Timothy said LSD is man's most im: 
portant discovery since the invention of 
the wheel. We were back to th: En 
didit really give а shit about the dope 
question, Everyone knows as much or as 
little about the stuff as he cares i0 know 
And as for mystical experiences, 1 
had all the visions I need, 


As а merchant scaman in the Persian 
Gulf, India, North Africa and the Far 
East, I smoked various vegetations: hash- 
ish, kif, ganja and bhang. But I never 
liked the stuff and now 1 am off drugs 
completely. That means no alcohol, no 
nicotine, no caffeine. As Jor others, they 
can do whatever they like. 

I am now 42. I am a nudisi. 1 believe 
in the natural high of sun, sex, diet and 
exercise. 

A wanderer by profession, I am on а 
long-distance wisdom trip 

We walked back to my hotel. I asked 
Timothy if we could discuss his carlier 
life. In most of those articles about him, 
there was virtually nothing about 
formative period. If he didn't mind. I 
had no intention of doing a cheap 
Freudian analysis. But his personal 


background would be very interesting, 
what it was like when he was a kid. 

Timothy was thoughtful. He said it 
might provide him with some new in- 
sight into himself. He has always been 
involved with women and with sex, but 
no writer has ever inquired about it. 
Sometime when we were alone, 1 said, 
somewhere quiet, Fine, he said. But we 
never did. 

I went up to my room. A night club 
was in full swing right below, playin 
hick Algerian versions of hard rock 
crawled under the dirty quilt, shiv 
as I read the book Timothy had lem 

кегә Soul on Ice. And then the 
lack of sleep caught up with me and 1 
passed ош. 

But thar was the end of my visit for 
Rosemary. From then on, it was а soft 
1 gentle snub. Her eyes we 
elsewhere, her preoccupation far aw 
Whereas Timothy would get testy ar 


impatient, her hatred came out in beau- 
tiful, sweet control. 
Later, Timothy admitted that they 


felt I had come to rape them. And I was 
too old. He found it difficult to commu- 
nicae with anyone over 25. Bur the 
greatest obstacle of all was the venera- 
tion gap. I admitted that, yes, we did 
e that problem. 
But beneath the cool, ther 
se, а smell. a vibe of fear. And 
th my disappointment, 1 feli а 
painful swelling of sympathy. Be 
this was a heavy game. They were, 


the exotic world of straight v 
when Timothy spoke nonchi 
being able to return to the United States 
by 1973 because things would be changed 
by then, I had to turn my eyes away. 

Timothy took me to see their house, 
We walked over the heaps of rubble 
into the rear yard and then carefully 
inched our way up the ruined back 
stairs to the upper terrace, an immense 
hole gaping open to reveal the locanic 
of a bomb blast. I was appalled. They 

n 
ness of the place, the charm. But it was 
y 
mere strip of dirty-gi 

Timothy telephoned Elaine Klein 
about locating an She is 
patroness of the American exiles, Jewish 
but anti-Zionist. In Paris, she was very 
helpful 10. АҢ 
and, alter independence, she w 
to accept a government position. Sl 
persuaded a high official to give sanctuary 
to Cleaver. He, in turn. offered protec- 
tion to the Learys. 

We had some wine back in their hotel 
room, using fancy new glasses that Rose 
mary had bought, along with some hand. 
woven blankets, for their new house. 
She spread some grass mats on the b 
cony and we sat outside, listening to a 


lity. And 
ntly about 


ns 


had spoken so cloquently of the qu 


total mess. And the beach was a 


ay sand. 


the 


lect. 


d 


du 


g the revolution 
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Hold this ad 
up to your 
ear. 


Nota sound, right? 

You won't get a peep out of any 
other stereo ads in this magazine, 
either. Just the same pretty pictures 
and technical facts. 

That's why there's only one way 
tobuy stereo. Go listen to it. If it's really good, Am 
your ear will tell you. SI 

We say this because we're confident 
you'll be impressed when you hear 
a Sylvania stereo. Our stereos sound 
as good as they look. 

Take the matched component 
system, MS210W, over on the right. 
That turntable is automatic, with cueing 
and anti-skate controls. It's precisely matched 
toa Sylvania solid state FM Stereo/FM/AM 
receiver. 

Inside, where you can't see it, is a solid state 
amplifier that delivers 50 watts of peak music 
power to that pair of air suspension speakers. 
Which sound as good as standard speakers two 
sizes larger. Especially when they hit those 
important low bass notes. And since they put 
out wide-angle sound, you can sit almost any- 
where in the room and get the full stereo effect. 

But don't believe a word you read. Hearing 
is believing. Go listen to a Sylvania stereo 
before you buy. 

Then, whenyou hearour price, you'll believe. 
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portable cassette player. The Jefferson 
Airplane quickly gained altitude as Rose- 
mary crossed her legs in the lotus position, 
dosed her eyes and moved her head 
and shoulders with the music. Timothy 
fooled around with some dumbbells that 
weighed only about ten pounds cach. 
His body is very thin, his muscles stringy 
and undeveloped. Yet while in prison, he 
was the white handball champion. 

Timothy showed me the beads and 
x he had worn when he went over 
the fence. Grinning, he started to hang 
them up on the wall, Rosemary frowned 
nd protested that the maids would sce 
them, thar the Catholics had fucked up 
Algeria enough as it was. 1 looked at 
some of the hooks in the room, most of 
them lent by Cleaver. There was a two- 
volume life of Kim 11 Sung, the North 
Korean leader, a paperback of Revolu- 
tion for the Hell of It, inscribed on the 
flyleaf, “To Tim and Rosemary and all 
the children of the planet. Happy Hal- 
loween—Abbie.” 

Rosemary is а beautiful woman. She 
is 35, tall, slender, graceful. But she 
seemed fragile and showed signs of 


Her kidneys were bothering her, 
xustomed to the wine, the heavy 


ng their own house 
y simple diet. In spite 
of herself, she sometimes broke into en- 
thusiasm in quick, unexpected flashes. I 
even managed to get a righton hand 
when I spoke of Hemingway's fake 
machismo. But then 1 ruined. 1 asked 
Timothy what specific changes the revo- 
lution would bring. If the war were won 
tomorrow, whar would American life 
and government be like? 

Oh. come on. Don't you know the 
iswer to that? Don't you really? You 
sound just like the chamber of com- 
merce. That's the first question the es- 
tablishment always comes out with, "Who's 
going to mind the store? " 

I tried to avoid his gaze of scorn. my 
eyes coming to rest on a little bottle of 
yellow pills on the night table, medi- 
cine, probably, but I didn't dare ask. 
He explained that there were plenty of 
people who could really groove on elec- 

ics or fixing car motors, just because 
s their thing. It didn't mean ı 


“I'm glad yowre twenty-nine, my dear. I prefer older women.” 


they had to become plastic, materialistic 
robots. 

Privately, I wondered. Would it be 
that easy to find someone who really 
grooved on hauling garbage, sweating in 
a steel mill. going down into the mines? 
I knew for a personal fact it wasn’ 


Yt 
going to be that easy to get guys to go 
to sca. 
Timothy mentioned cocaine 
jail. I didn't know they 
also favored the hard stuff and I was 
dumb enough to say so. They both 
ared at me in astonishment. The dis 
ion of time is the most import 
cteristic of LSD, infinitely more 
life experience being absorbed in any 
period, which is ideal for happy occa- 
sions like honeymoons and celebrations. 
But the narcotics are advantageous for 
майте needs: operations, unhappi 
ness, bad weather, jail Man has learned 
how to program his own nervous system 
with his new ability to play a pharm 
ceutical organ on his own consciousness— 
up. down, fast, slow, sharp or dull, He can 
become passionate. He can make himself 
fertile or . He can become spiritual 
He can make himself sleepy, ecstatic or 
dead 
Timothy cheerfully admitted he is 
just getting into the women’s lib thing, 
He, too, had his troubles with male-ego 
hang-ups, the symbols, the sexual identi- 
ties. Nothing seemed to amuse him more 
than the awareness of his own growth, 
feeling his own life force struggling 


and heroin 


ly. in bits and pieces. 1 was 
able to get him to make statements 
about tlie postrevolutionary future. There 
would be an immediate end to the Viet- 
nam war. There would be total dis- 
armament. The drug laws would bc 
repealed. The CIA and all other forms 
of secret police would be eliminated. 
There would be no forced busing of 
school children, (To Leary. 
of mechan 

ialist bureaucracy run wild.) 
xe would be no compulsory educa 
tion. Formal schooling would be onl 
for those who had a sincere desire to 
go into a profesional field. The con- 
cept of materialism would be rejected 
and there would be а return 10 the 
natural man. Socialism would be swept 
aside in favor of a tribal system of 
society. The individuality of national, 
cultural and religious groups would be 
recognized. АШ indusuy would be put 
underground. The forest would return. 
New York City would be reserved for 
living purposes only, the strecis re 
turned to grass, each block a part of the 
new tribal division. The United States 
Ircady has the technical resources to be 
ble to simply give everyone adequate 
food. medical services and housing, АШ 
that is lacking is the willingness. The 
necessities assured, deliberate labor would 


be only for the luxuries. He also said, 
"Eventually, we'll do away with moncy.” 

‘The hedonist revolution would coun- 
teract the effects of the Industrial Revolu- 
tion. The proper use of LSD would break 
the old cycles of the consumeradvertising- 
demand.slave machine. The postal serv- 
ice would be tamed over to private 
enterprise. So would the administration 
of social security. 

One thing was obvious; Leary believes 
in the basic goodness of man. His 
thought is like every other system of 
reform. Once the obstacles are removed 
and “society” is purged, once they knock 
off the squares, the pigs and the heavies, 
then man will ascend to his natural state 
of grace and everything will groove. 
There will be cooperation among men, 
1 of competition. There will be 
of work. There will be chem- 
ical ecstasy instead of prayer. 

Timothy laughed in that special way 
of his. “I told lge Cleaver about 
the twenty-one-hundred-dollar interview 
fee I demanded from rLAvmov and of- 
fered to give half of it to the Black 
rty. But Eldridge said, "What 
n, half? You're supposed to 
give all of it to the party” And I said, 
* He laughed again. 
“What we'll do is, we'll take PLAYBOY'S 
money and buy dynamite. 

Softly, Rosemary objected. "No. We'll 
buy breakfasts for the kids їп the 
ghettos. 

Cheerfully, Timothy agreed. I asked 
him which it was going to be, then, 
dynamite or milk. 

"Oh. The Panthers never dynamite. 
Maybe we should build an atomic sub- 
marine in the Bay of Algiers.” 

Again, he laughed in that quick and 
disconnected way that could not be 
called a giggle but a nervous chuckle, 
perhaps. 

It was always tricky to discuss any- 
thing for long. Trying to commit him to 
a quote, to argue, to reason or to ques- 
tion was like trying to deliver a right 
cross to a butterfly. Catch. ina 
contradiction and he would laugh at me 
for being so serious, and then. 
thing we do is a. puton.” 

1 had been warned that he was a 
master at games, And there 1 was, trying 
to 'med Vishnu octopus 
who jetted backward through psychic 
seas, leaving clouds of black ink hanging 
suspended in the currents, confounding 
all i s to his true s 
ultin his exact location. 


ich a multi- 


Oh, 
sure. 1 had plenty of notes, quotes and 


anecdotes. But it was all the official line 
of bullshit, one long string of hyphenat- 
ed bumper-sticker slogans. 

We went for to the Club des 
Pins, a compound а few miles up the 
coast designed for foreign businessmen 
and diplomats. Timothy had to find 
some official concerning the leasing of 


driv 


e» 


у 


= 


I 


“Far out! I thought most cows just ate grass!” 


the house. Rosemary and 1 waited for 
him in the car. Conversation was dif 
ficult. Her kidneys were still bothering 
her, but there was also that something 
else. 

We went shopping in some of the 
government stores. Rosemary looked at 
a black burnoose of heavy felt priced at 
She decided to wait for a better 
haps blue. She bought some 
a Sterno-type stove and some 
п Red China. Timo- 
П sit on them and 
read the Thoughts of Chairman Мао” 
He was upset when I admitted I hadn't 
read the book. 

We drove off to another village, going 
into a hardware store to find a teapot. 
And then from somewhere outside, we 
heard the long, slow, sacred wail of a 
muczzin calling for evening prayers, the 
lilting chant coming up from the усту 
bottom of the Islamic soul pleading 
its commitment to God, walting inside 
above the groan and mutter of street 
traffic, the clatter of pots and pans, 

On the way , Timothy adi 
the color and the size of the rising 
moon. He spoke of being a member of 
the Red Sun Tribe, the Weatherman 
group from San Francisco. He and Rose- 
mary have also been initiated into the 
Navaho nation and Crazy Horse's tribe, 
the Ogallala Sioux. They will eventually 
have someone bring in a supply of LSD 

rom the States. Meanwhile, they haye 
to be careful about getting drugs in AL 
geria, not wishing to upset the puritan 
attitudes of the orthodox government, 

Back at the hotel, we had a drink of 
Pernod from the bottle 1 had bought. 1 
was breaking my vow of abstinence. But 
by then, 1 really needed it. Timothy got 
out a guidebook to Algeria, showing 
me a description of Bou Saada ( 


of Happiness), about 150 miles to the 
south on the edge of the Sahara. There 
were open bazaars. folk dances, an oasis, 
mosques, craftsmen and ancient streets, 
all surrounded by mountain peaks and 
sand dunes. 

Timothy and Rosemary discussed driv- 
ing down for a few days to explore, to 
get high, to perhaps even buy a house 
there instead of the one at El Djamila. 1 
th them, th 
n independent adventu 
from the be; 1g, we could have some- 
thing uniquely ours. And il they insisted 
on turning me on, why nor? What better 
place to have my nervous system illu 
nated than in the Gity of Happ 
sacrament administered by the Ki 
Queen of Space? 

But the ирег and excitement over 
our ceremonial glasses lasted only a few 
moments, We had had 
flare-up of enthusiasm a 
then it was gone 
pain was back. Timothy and 1 wı 
the street to get her some milk 
fruit. He repeated his standard perform- 
ance with the kids running the grocery 
store, everyone in turn getting a hand- 
shake, a smile and a slapstick panto- 
mime. Rosemary was in bed when we 
returned, looking wan but still very 
preity, fragile yet very tough. 

Timothy and I went down to the port 
to a smoky, simple, crude and smelly 
restaurant, sitting on a terrace overlook- 
ing the fishing boats. We had wine, tiny 
shrimps and a small local fish, rouget- 
With his cap and his turtleneck, he 
looked like some romantic international 
smuggler. It was a strange dinner. He 
n an arrogant mood, all dignity 
nd hardness, sitting very erect and di 
ing. He thought I made a mistake by 


ess, the 
and 


spontaneous 
d warmth and 


Rose 


was 


not bringing a tape recorder, so that 1 165 
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If you want a 
cool pick-me-up 
ona hot 
summer day: 


Thenumber is 
Brut 33 
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Splash-On Lotion by Fabergé. 
The between-shower shower. 


could get down every word, scowling as 
I scribbled away with my pen. 

All in one breath, he spoke of the 
zodiac. electricity, Christ, the location of 
energy. where the action is. the sporadic 
role of the United States in 
world affairs. 1 suggested that perhaps 
this is a continuation of the original 
American Revolution, a second wave of 
idealism after a long lapse of principles. 
But Timothy said this was too chauvinis- 
tic. He did agree that the United States 
has taken materialism to an ultimate 
and has now created its own 
“Americans are the only people 
rth who have two cars in the garage 
and two TV sets and can’t get а hard- 
on. We are the only ones who know 
about the dangers. 

Timothy said he has always been a 
psychologist trying to learn what man is 

am happiness. 
altered the 
id rep 


all about in order 
The discovery 
entire concept of man's nature 
resents the single greatest со 
to its understanding. Just as Cope 
cus discovery that the world is round 
helped lead the way to the Reformation. 
LSD has changed science. theology. cul- 
ture and politics. It is now known, he 
said, that every man and every woman is 
God. But each individual must find his 
own inner reality. Originally, this was a 
Hindu idea, bur they merely said it, 
ereas LSD actually does it. Thus, 
LSD has also become a religion. 
lowers making up the largest 
full-time true believers. The milit 
guard that is so important to the infidel 
world is only the tip of the iceberg, “the 
final Zen point.” 

We ate and we drank, Timothy 
smoked and I made notes. Whenever I 


st 


He said that he is generally consid- 
cred to be a leader of youth, but U 
actually it is just the opposite, The kids 
have consistently taught the Learys 

He also told me, “I am probably the 
st man you will ever meet. 

He described the ideal tribal uni 
which would consist of 12 men and their 
families, although two men could be 
ting the homosexual cle 
nderers who transpolli 
ious tribes. This 


y 
mate secd among the 
would also set up a certa 

mily security. М always at his best 
when at the brink of danger and discov- 
ery. Boredom and security soon. become 
death. Before marriage, sex experim 
tation would be encouraged. After mar 
riage, sexual mores would depend upon 
the tribe's nature and desires. Ideally, 
1 12 men would have different zodiac 
signs to counterbalance each other's pe 
sonalities. 

Back at my room. I tossed and twisted 
on the cold, damp bed that sagged and 


1 challenge to 


buckled, listening to the hard thump of 
the night club below me. 

And then came Friday. Timothy 
showed up at the brasserie three hours 
late. He doesn't have a watch and is 


s losing wack of time. This is 
symptomatic of psychedelic drugs and 
is also part of the Taoist philosophy. 


Things can't be made to happen, the 
must be allowed lo happen, naturally, 
when propitious circumstances have ar- 
ranged themselves, He was wearing a 
bathing suit and his leather cap, quite 
cheerful about the progress of his book. 
We walked to the beach, where Rose- 
mary joined us, her hair long and loose. 
She took off her flowing robe, unrolled 
а straw mat on the sand and sat in the 
lotus position, facing the sca, as she 
did a series of yoga stretches. We sat 
there for a while in the sun, swatting 
at the swarms of flics. Rosemary's back 
remained turned and Timothy was pr 
ticing his French with one of the local 


people, discussing the vagaries of the 
rainy season and the tourists who used 
to come to El Djamila 

Wordlessly. Timothy and Rosemary 


went for a brief dip. I waited. But they 
didn't return; they walked up the beach 
out of sight. Finally, I went up 10 my 
room. I chewed on a piece of bread. I 
drank some Pernod and looked down 
through the balcony railing. Timothy 
and Rosemary had returned, their feet 
black from the gobs of oil that had 
washed ashore from the passing tankers 
They were kissing and smiling at cach 
other. 

The Czechs had left and a room 
the Learjs hotel was now availabl 
moyed and spent the rest of the aft 
ng and drinking. I was de 
exhausted but couldn't 
sleep. I was constipated. Thoughts of 
revolution kept whirling through my 
head: social reforms, peace, the brother 
hood of races. 

I forced myself to knock on the Learys” 
door. But they were deaning the oil 
off their feet with gasoline and Timothy 
wanted to work on his book. I went back 
to my room. Later, he knocked and an- 
nounced that Cleaver was coming out lor 
dinner in a couple of hours. He wanted 
to talk and was anxious to meet me. 

But two hours after that, there w 
another knock. Eldridge would be along 
later and we should all go ahead and eat. 
Timothy and 1 had some Pernod 
we talked awhile, He told 
been granted a great honor 
lowed to see him. "Let's Face it 
the writer of the month.” Bi 


wi 


spea s 
¿tal po о) БАКИ ее 
drunk-labor-mion-liberal. He intended 
to raise hell with his friends who had 
le me come over. Perhaps I should 
telephone rraymoy and admit that the 


assignment was too big for me. He chuck: 
led. They could even run an ad in the 
underground press and get together 
collection for my family as compensa 
tion for my trouble. Ready to take him 
up on it, I asked if that was what he 
rcally wanted. He hesitated а moment 
and went back to his room to ask. Rose- 
шагу. He returned with her message: 
“Why doesnt he stop being such а 
whore for the establishment and go on 
welfare to feed his children? 

Timothy and Rosemary 
а restaurant called. Dar-es-Salaam (House 
of Peace), It was dark and the prices 
were very high, There was a third-rate 
rock band, a strobe light р d 
oll every three minutes sharp. It was 
about as hip as Palm Beach during the 
hurricane season 

The Lewys smiled and gazed 
cach other's eyes. They spoke to me 
whenever Timothy thought of another 
amusing title for my picce: like. "How 
the Learys Turned Me On in Spite of 
Myself.” As for the messi Our only 
regret is that we didn't take a thousand 
times more dope than we did.” Sweetly. 
smiling, Rosemary reminded me that 
they could have put some LSD in my 
colfee, 1 smiled back and told her I had 
already thought of that. But then 
hurriedly changed her mind 
“No. We never do that.” 

Rosemary said she was from St. Louis, 
When she was young, a wild time con- 
sited of going across the Mississippi 
River to East St. Louis. Her first husband 


ud I went to 


was ап accordion player. She siid he was 
there in Algeria someplace. Leary and 1 
both stared at her, Then she added, 


“Where else could an accordion player 
make it 

Timothy had more writing sug 
tions. He said tlie timpani of my piece 
should be the moment they were buying 
the teapot while, outsid 
was calling evening pr 
asking questions, I should 
form of creative journalism. I could 
write down a complete myth and then 
they could live it out. He went on with 
his scam saga, chuckling something about 
space molecules and earth gravity, He 
wd Rosemary were time travelers. Their 
bodi n. They 
were going to join the Bedou id live 
with the sun, the sand and the stars and 
travel back to the past instead of to the 
future. 

І had come to Algeria as а journalist. 
It was supposed to be questions and 
answers. Opinions. Projections. Quotes 
and unquotes. But Timothy wouldn't 
play. Instead, he and Rosemary giggled, 
grooved on the menu, ordered wine 
and got up to dance, she moving slowly 
and gracefully, like а moon-goddes 
jerky and nervous, all elbows and lı 
In between, they stared into cach others 
eyes. They were playing honeymoon. My 
game was л 


© not really their ov 


Пех carrier. 


Timothy and Rosemary have been mar- 
ried five years. I was told by a close friend 
that she is his third wife. A second mar- 
riage lasted for seven months. His first 
wife committed suicide when he was 35. 
Jack, his son, is now 20. His daughter, 
Susan, is 22, Jack has been busted ІЯ 
times. Leary's mother is still alive. I had 
been refused permission lo see her. 

Leary is an only son. His father was 
а carcer Army officer. Leary studied at 
Holy Cross jor two years, then quit. He 
was at West Point for 18 months, The 
Irish: politics, religion, sentimentality. 

In his book “High Priest,” he described 
his very first trip. He suddenly quit his 
psychologicat-research-director’s job ш 
Berkeley and went to Spain with his 
children, aged nine and seven. They 
wandered for the next four years in 
Italy, France, Denmark and Mexico. He 
referred to this period as one of slow 
death, He didn't mention the 
death of his wife. 

Die and be reborn, Death and resur- 
rection. Leary's works constantly clang 
with the repetition of the death топ 
You die with LSD. But you are born 
again into a newer form. Karma. A 
More and more of the sacred satori. Ву 
dying just a little at a time but then 
resuriecting himself, he maintains con- 
trol over that awful and final trip. He 
endures the little death. He flirts with it, 
casually, laughing. 

We left DaresSalaam. Eldridge still 
hadn't come, so we decided to have a 
drink at EI Djamil, am establishment 
even darker, even louder. I ordered 
тиш, which is fighting liquor, the pi- 
rate itc. This joint was middle-class 
Alge I didn't like it. Timothy 
went off to dance with Rosemary, He 
kept on his leather cap bur took off his 
shoes, moving barefooted in an old, 
creaky style, like а shipwrecked fisher- 
man washed ashore at Woodstock. The 
locals were really with it. A woman 
danced with a man. Without her veil. A 
man danced with a man. Everybody 
looked at his own feet. And then three 
men danced together in a big triangle. I 
ordered more Cinzano for the Learys 
and rum for myself. 

And then, suddenly, Timothy came 
up behind me and murmured that El- 
dridge was outside but didn't want to sce 


once 


me, probably because he was with an: 
other wom: 
The muezzi 


And then he was gone 
nd the teapot might 
prove to be the timpani of my piece, 
but this particular rill was being led by 
the kazoo section 

1 paid the check and went back to the 
hotel. I paced the room, went out on 
the balcony, had some Pernod, cussed 
and swore. I began to feel a rising urge 
1 hadn't known in years—the desire to 
trespass, to steal something in anger. 

I opened the door carefully, sneaked 
across the hall, put the rim of а water 
st the Leary door and my 


glass ag 
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against the base. I could hear voices 
nside, very faintly. There was a deep, 
slow, rumbling baritone that had to be 
Eldridge. There was a woman's voice, 
clearly enunciated, educated, perhaps 
European. But I couldn't make out any 
of the words. I slipped away, glancing 
down the stair well as I tiptoed back to 
my room for a plastic glass with a larger 
diameter. But all I could hear the 
precisely transmitted sound of a flushing 
toilet. 

I went up the stairs to find the door 
to the roof, moving with that predatory 
silence that only a master prowler 
know, my heart pounding with that a 
cient I moved to the rear 
checking the windows 
in the neighboring houses, asking myself 
if perhaps I hadn't bee ng cops 
and robbers too long, whether, during 
the rapture of the game of transgressor, 
L had not somehow become enslaved by 
my own rebellion. I had become a moral 
hybrid. half fuzz, half thief, dancin: 
«reeper's dance from door to hallway 
stairs to rooftop, trying to swipe words, 
boosting ideas, dipping information. 

When I leaned over the edge of the 
roof, I could see lights reflected out on 
the balcony. I could hear voices. But the 
words were overwhelmed by the sounds 
of El Djamila across the street. Quick 
ly, 1 went over the side, grabbing a 
water pipe with one hand, my foot on 
a molding, my other leg dangling, hang- 
ing there, drunk with wine, Pernod, 
rum Ne th plot, with in- 
trigue, drunk with Africa. But the script 


all wrong. I couldn't hear а thing. 
A sudden shower began. The oxidized 
paint on the hotel wall was coming off 
all over my clothes and shoes, And then 
ү, inadvertently, I broke wind. 
answer to that pig dangling 
from the edge of the moon, El Djamila 
broke out with the camel-shit-kicker ver- 
sion of Lucy in the Sky with Diamonds. 
Simultancously, a large billow of smoke 
came belching out of Leary’s room, 
thick with the strong, sharp, unmistaka- 
ble stink of burning pot, wafting out 
over the balcony and up to the rooftops, 
the stars and the zodiac, overwhelming 
the man from рілувоу who struggled 
helplessly, caught in the intoxicating 
clouds of revolution. 

And within those magi 
finally 
seeing Timothy 
nated 


vapors, he 
chieved 


identity, an 
in omnisexual form 
sent on a mission by the energy council 
to bring the supreme gift of time dust 
to the planet Earth. When our blue and 
our purple are finally turned electric, 
they will then embark on still another 
odyssey, wandering into the desert wilder- 
ness for their rendezvous with the vehicle 
that will transport them through time 
and through God, back to forever from 
the very beginning. 

Things have changed. The fragile syn- 
thesis of mysticism and revolution has 
come apart. Since the time of this writ- 
ing, Leary tried to contact Al Falah as 
part of a Weatherman mission of soli- 


“Better take your hand ои... this is my stop.” 


darity with the Arab guerrillas. But he 
and Rosemary were denied entrance to 
Lebanon and also Jordan. Egypt would 
allow them to stay only long enough to 
get a plane back to Algeria. And then 
Timothy and Rosemary were put under 
house arrest—by Eldridge Clever, who 
published a statement in the under- 
ground press. 


On January the ninth of 1971, I 
ed an order to Field Marshal 
D. C. who works in our Intercom- 
munal Section here in Algeria to go 
to Learys apartment and to take 
y and his wile, Rosemary, to 
ther location and to confine 
them there until further notice. 
++. Just sty that on January the 

nth we busted Leary, Leary is 
busted. And here you can sce him 
busted, him and. Rosemary. 

What I'm saying here also applies 
to the Jerry Rubins, the Stew Al- 


pe Abbie Hoffmans and 
the whole silly psychedelicdrug 
culture, quasi-political movement of 


which they are a part and of which 
we have been a part in the pas, 
which we supported in the past, 
because it was our judgm а 

at time is what we had to 
work with from white Ameri 


ugh tolerating this madness: 
and we want everybody to know 


ng the empire of Baby- 
s vicious fascism and im- 
perialism, this has to be dealt with, 
the only way that it can be dealt 
h, by sober, stone-cold revolu- 
tionaries motivated. by revolution- 
ary love—men and women who fit 
description given by Comrade 
: cold, calculating 
cs to be turned ag 


They were released after five days. 
There has been no answer to Eldridge's 
charge that Timothy’s “mind has been 
blown by acid.” 

Meanwhile, Cleaver and Нису New- 
ton have read each other out of the 
Black Panther Party. The party neu 
paper—controlled by Newton—accused 
Cleaver of murdering his wife's. lover, 
beating her and holding her prisoner. 
Cleaver has dismissed those charges as 
absurd. 

Timothy Leary is once again in pris- 
on, Afler escaping from the cells and 
the bars of “Amerika,” he finds himself 
in the larger confinement of Algiers, 
nervously pacing back and forth, sur- 
rounded by a puritan religion, an ascetic 
culture and hostile politics, denounced, 
ignored, his psychedelic dreams reduced 
to black and white. 
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have deprived “Playboy Forum" readers 
of a glimpse into the workings of a 
really fascinating mind. 


CRIME AGAINST HEALTH 
Lam presently payi 
although it isn't quite cl 
owe society anything. 1 hı 
no form of theft or 
always tried to avoid с 
tal distress to other 
what the Mex government, 
“delito contra la salud"—a crime against 
health, The health involved, however, 
is my own, and the crime in question 
jjuana—did not, in my 

best judgment, harm me: but even if 
grass did damage me in some way, the 
cell Fm in isn't very therapeutic. In 
brief, it’s a cesspool, and the food is so 
bad that it gives me dysentery. It seems 
to me that the real crime against health 
is the existence of such pi 


debt to society, 
ar to me why I 
ve committed 


Penitenc 
Mérida 
Yucatán, 


Mexico 


PEACE AND OTHER EVILS 

I think the subject of this letter de- 
serves official consideration in Washing- 
ton, D. C., and ven n the mass 
media: therefor ding copies to 
Рілувоу and Senator Clifford P. Case of 
New Jersey. 

Last year, the Defense Department 
produced a poster against drugs and à 
copy was posted in my unit. I do not 
disapprove of the intent of this poster, 
since (һе drug problem in the Army is 
now reaching the same magnitude as the 
(largely ignored) alcohol problem. How- 
ever, the artist has inserted an insidious 
and subliminal slur against the peace 
movement: The tablet representing LSD 
iy marked with the peace symbol. The 
intent is clear. The Army wants us to 
believe that there is some sort of sinister 
connection between р 
genic drug 
Many of my fellow citizens. including 
ors, have criticized. this insane war. 
зу others have been beaten and jailed 
in their courageous struggle for peace. 
Over here, many soldiers wear the peace 
symbol as a sign of support for those 
brave dissenters at home—and they wear 
it with more pride than they would ever 
wear an Army medal. 1 think the De- 
fense Department owes us all an apology 
g lo smear this movement by 
ng it with an illegal dru 

Sp/4 Harry W. Haines 
APO San Francisco, California 


ace and hallucino- 


COMING ATTRACTION 

I served in Jordan as part of the medi- 
cal relief team sent by our military under 
the direction of the International Red 


Cross. What I saw there convinces me that 
there was no victory for either side. The 
guerrillas of the Palestinian Liberation 
Front lost the military contest, but the 
Jordanian army lost something of in- 
finitely greater value: the allegiance of 
the people. The attack of the revolution- 
aries was savage and the backlash of the 
my was equally There was no 
quarter given on either side. Civilian 
men, women and children suffered the 
most, particularly after the shoottokill 
curfew was imposed. The only conclu- 
sion one can reach is that nobody won. 
Of course, I am deliberately leaving. 
of consideration the political and 
ts that “justify” each 
I do not know enough about th 
to judge these arguments; 1 know only 
that, to the wounded, the mutilated and 
the survivors of the dead, all of the 
words of both sides must seem hollow. 
Whatever politi «| moralists de- 
cide about the tragedy of Jordan, the 
lesson I learned in that small country is 
that everybody suffers in modern guerril- 
la warfare, that the brutality of one side 
is answered by brutality on the other 


o] 


side. 


issues 


side and that the voices of weeping chil- 
dren are the first sound one hears when 
the guns stop shooting. It is a lesson that 
is pertinent to our own country. 
Sp/4 Danny L. Watts 
APO New York, New York 


CLEMENCY FOR CALLEY 

Like many Americans, | am deeply 
disturbed by the Armys treatment of 
Lieutenant William Calley. After all, 
he 


Calley did not start this no-win 
never 


rose to a rank where he was 
le for 
most ай the American men who 
ave served in Vietnam, he was a pawn 
in а game he never fully understood. 
What are his crimes, actually? Patriotism, 
а decision to serve his nation 
n run away to Canada. A will 
ess to follow orders, yes. What cise? 
ral wecks, during which many 
of his men were killed by enemy mines, 
he lost his head. What man who has 
served in any war does not know of 
imilar incidents? What Galley did has 
been done in close combat in every war 
since time began; and much worse has 
been done in our own time without any 
punishment, as witness Dresden, Hiroshi- 
iki. The only time such 


ns. 


major policy deci 


“Сарт, we'd like to form a rock group!” 
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“Corny, but if i'll pull the kids in, 
I'll go along with it.” 


acts have been punished—after 
War Two—was when victorious 
imposed the penalties on defeated 
tions. Even then, the only strict pen 
were for those in real policy-making posi- 
tions. Most people now realize th 
eralizing the Nuremberg law to 
is a mistake: this is tacitly admitted E 
governments in the workl, who 
that their soldiers shall obey orders and 
not follow the Nuremberg principle of 
consulting their own consciences. How 
an amy function otherwise? 

William Calley could be your son or 
mine. Lured into a war that he didn't 
start, trained to kill, sent into bloody 
battle, he acted as your son or mine 
might act. If the men who started this 
war are to punish him, that is justice 
upside down. They should have the cour- 
age of their convictions and end this 
bloody mess quickly and totally by 
bombing Vietnam back into the Stone 
Age. 

The only people who can take any 
satisfaction in the Calley verdict are 


170 pacifists. If our leaders are now becoming 


pacifists, their first move should be to 
pardon poor Calley and surrender them- 
selves for trial on the Nuremberg prece- 
dent. This gesture of masochism would be 
applauded by liberals of the ilk of Sena- 
tor Fulbright, of course, and would 
mark the end of America as a great 
power, but at least it would be consist- 
ent. Condemning Lieutenant Calley alone 
is sheer hypoasy. 


George Allen 
Des Moines, Iowa 
Lieutenant Calley confessed firing into 
a ditch full of civilians, among whom 
were ral women and small children. 
А total of 102 persons died at My Lai 
and Calley was found guilty of personally 
firing the shots that hilled at least 
them. That he is guilty is clear; it is also 
clear (as you point out) that condemning 
Calley alone is sheer hypocrisy and, for 
this reason, we advocate a continuing 
investigation of this and other war crimes, 
with a view lo prosecuting all who are 
responsible, regardless of rank or position. 
We do not think the punishments 
should necessarily be harsh. And we agree 
with Brigadier General Telford Taylor 


that Calley’s punishment should be miti- 
gated—in line with our feeling that 
Draconian penalties serve no purpose but 
vengeance and that they defeat rehabilita- 
tion, But we also agree with General Tay- 
lor that an acquittal would have been a 
disaster, and we share his conviction that: 


My Lai... was not an aberra- 
tion. Rather it was a symptom of 
disease, and the disease itself was 
the product of our decision to fight 
guerrillas with massive fire power 
brought to bear on the ground and 
from the air in such circumstances 
and with such force that enormous 
civilian casualties and the reduction 
of millions to a miserable refugee 
existence were the inevilable conse- 
quences. 


Galley himself showed his awareness of 
this when he said: 


The thing that makes My Lai so 
unique, it was a small tragedy in a 
small place, but for once, man was 
able to see all the hells of war all at 
once. 

1 can't say (hat I am proud of ever 
being in My Lai, or ever participating 
in war. Bul I will be extremely proud 
if My Lai shows the world what 
war is and that the world needs to do 
something about stopping wars. 

1 am hopeful that My Lai will 
bring the meaning of war to the 
surface not only to our nation but 
to all nations. 

My recommendation is that this 
nation cannot afford to involve itself 
in war, 


Ij Calleys loudest defenders would 
consider these words, they might help to 
salvage not only the lieulenant’s remain- 
ing years but the honor of this nation 
as well. As й is, by crying out for further 
atrocities and Jor “bombing Vietnam back 
into the Stone Age,” they merely inflame 
the disease of which Calley (as well as each 
civilian he murdered) is а tragic victim. 
Finally, as for Senator Fulbright and 
other anti-war spokesmen in Congress, 
we doubt that their policies are based on 
masochism or a desire to humiliate Amer- 
ica. Rather, we suggest, they are moved 
by the same sense that there is a moral 
the universe, which prompted 
Jefferson to write of slavery, “I tiemble 
for my country when I reflect that God 
is just.” 


law in 


“The Playboy Forum” offers the 
opportunity for an extended dialog be- 
tween readers and editors of this pub- 
lication on subjects and issues related to 
“The Playboy Philosophy.” Address all 
correspondence to The Playboy Forum, 
Playboy Building, 919 North Michi- 
gan Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 60611. 


DAY SAILERS 


(continued from page 120) 
this—there are many models on the 
market—can make a long day much more 
civilized. Of course, you'll want to take 
plenty of good food and drink to satisfy 
the voracious appetites and thirsts whetted 
by a day on the water. Whatever else 
you take will be dictated by your own 
tastes and by those of your shipmate, 
keeping in mind that a happy crew can 
make day sailing a nighttime sport. 

АП the boats included here are of 
fiberglass construction, a big plus for 
easy maintenance. In making our sclec- 
tions from the many excellent craft avail- 
able, we concentrated on models that 
seem to embody the characteristics that 
make day sailing one of the most popular 
and fastest-growing pursuits in the entire 
field of pleasure boating. 


HOMIE CAT 16 


Loa 
ft; 
sails, trapeze and harness rigging. 


Hobie Alter is an enterprising out 
doorsman who had a bright idea and 
developed it. As an expert surfer and 
surfboard manufacturer, he came up 
with the notion of combining surfing 
and sailing. The result a little cat- 
rigged catamaran called the Hobie Cat 
14 ($1195). In three years, almost 8000 
of these sporty but simple boats were 
sold, making sailors of thousands who 
had previously never thought twice about 
the sport, Not originally a sailor h 
self, Alter brought an elementary 
proach to the supposedly complicated 
art by providing the buyer with a man 
ual that progressively details in simple, 
direct terms how to become an accom- 
plished sailor. 

Las усш, after many hours of per 
sonal research off the beach near his 
San Juan Capistrano, California, plant, 
Alter developed the Hobie Cat 16. 
While the 14 performs better as a single- 
hander, the 16 is meant for a crew and, 
therefore, is a mı ially oriented boat 
Although some are being raced, the 
Hobie 16 is primarily meant to be en- 
joyed for the sheer exhilaration of speed 
and motion. Like many other hot cata- 
marans, and like a good sports car, she 
provides rewards through. performanc 
stimulation enough without compe 
Чоп. The rig can be reduced for single- 
handing by the dedicated loner, but 
sharing speed thvills is the јоу of thi 
boat. Its recommended that you we 
a swimsuit and not attempt to drift 
and drink when sailing her, though the 
canyas trampoline between the hulls 
will easily allow a couple to stretch 
out in a light breeze, The term high 
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To be perfectly honest it doesrit work on wine and sorg. В: 


BACCHUS. 


DEDICATED 
TOALFEOF 


1us After-Stave ard Cologne: From $300. 


A little love 


for sale. 


There's a little of the camera fetishistin each of 
us. Particularly when confronted with a handsome 


little charmer like the Konica C35. 
It's the incredibly tiny, li, 

rangefinder 35”. Which n 

accurate rangefinder focusing to 

take clear 35mm slides or prints 

through its razor-sharp Hexanon Е 

£/2.81ens. 


Exact exposures are auto- 
matic, too. The C35 sets them 
for you. Even with flash. And 
freezes action with shutter 
speeds as fastas 1/650th second. 

All for less than $100, 
including pouch and strap. 
All loves should be as lasting. 
And as easily attainable. 

Fall in love with the 
new Konica 
C35. In a handsome 
Presentation Gift Kit. 


ight 


THE INCREDIBLE 


eo 


ns it gives you Y 


ко 
NCA Can 


Wherever quality cameras are sold. 


KONICA( 35 


Konica Camera Corp., Woodside, М.Ү. 11377. 
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performance has become a much-abused 
diché in the sailboat field, but the Ho- 
bie 16, with specds up 10 22 knots, is 
one boat that deserves this appellation. 


FLYING sCOT 
; lwl. 184”; beam 
draft 8” min., 4^ max 

. ft; by Gordon Douglass 
95, not including sails. 


TV's 


Boat Co. 


Sandy Douglass, who originally de- 
signed the popular Thistle and High- 
lander after long experience in the 
» branched out on 
his own with the Flying Scot, a design 
that embodies the performance character- 
istics of both boats but is better adapted 
to day sailing. Furthermore, a Flying Scot 
is stable enough to be handled by a cap- 
tain and shapely crew of one—even 
stiff breeze—though the cockpit is 


people comfortably. The Flying Scot, in 
other words, offers an optimum combi- 
nation of performance and comfort for 
those who may like racing but don't 
want to limit themselves to it. 


SANDERLING. 
loa. 189”; Lw. 17/6”; beam 8/6"; 
centerboarder; draft 147% n 
max; sa. 253 sq. It; by Ma 
Marine Corp, $3990, not including 
sail. 


The catboat is a truly American 
craft. Its history goes back to Colonial 
days along the Adantic Coast, and a 
distinctive variety known as the Cape 
Cod cat was developed for commercial 
work by fishermen of that New England 
outpost about 120 years ago. The Crosby 
family in Osterville, Massachusetts, be- 
came the best known of the local builders, 
and "original" Crosby cats, following 


“But I mean this war has been going on for years. That 


would seem to give it a certain legality 


the traditional lines and practices, were 
built until the Forties. Some antiques 
still survive, lovingly preserved by proud 
owners, but the type, always an excel- 
Jent boat for day sailing, has undergone 
a modern revival of modest proportions 
through fiberglass construction. 

In 1963, Breck Marshall, an experi- 
ed builder of ocean racers and an 
catboat enthusiast, began produc- 
tion of a modern adaptation of the 
cat. Two sizes are manufactured 
—a 22-footer, which is really a complete 
cruising boat, and an 18-footer known 
by the class name of Sanderling. Al- 
though she has a small cabin with two 
bunks, 2 head and a galley shelf, the 
ing і ally a day sailer, with 
a roomy, comfortable cockpit that holds 
six adults with case. 
anderings preserve the traditional 
catboat look—stubby, shoal-draft hulls, 
flat-transom sterns and no-nonsense "71 
door" rudders, Where possible, Marshall 
has employed modern materials both for 
nce and for additional 
strength. The mast is of lightweight, hol- 
low aluminum rather than of heavy 
hardwood. The reduced weight gives 
the Sanderling greater stability and aids 
in eliminating some of the bow-heavy 
temperamentalness of her predecessors. 
The result is a lively performer, good 
enough for racing yet comfortable enough 
for partying, able in rough water yet 
shallow-draft enough for gunkholing (sail- 


ing in shallow water with the center- 
board up). 
BUCCANEER 
loa. 18% Lw.l 157%”; beam 6': 


cen- 
311" max; 
Chrysler Marine 
including sails. 


terboarder; dr 
sa. 175 sq. f 
Products, $: 


Rog 


This boat, which made an impressive 
debut wh 
second ii 


a wooden prototype placed 

her division in Yachting mag- 
1969 One-ofa-Kind Regata in 
has been put into fiberglass 
by Chrysler Corpor The 


combines racing potential with 
through 


daysailing comfort. Designed 
the combined efforts of Rod Ma 
Downie of England and Dick Gibbs of 
Mich 1 easily driven hull 
that handles well in the chop of open 
water. With an optional spinnaker, the 
Buccaneer can keep abreast of the hottest 
racing classes and challenge а serious 
crew, but many по 
also been included 
sion is made for an outboard 
wh 
the afterdeck, and foam flotation has 
been incorporated into the spars and 
deck. Remote furling gear on the jib— 
to quickly shorten sail in heavy weather 
—is an advantage in both racing and lazy 


she has 


motor, 
h can be stored under а hatch in 


day sailing. With this trend setter, it's 
possible to have the best of two worlds. 


LIDO 14 
Loa. 14; Lw.L 13/17; beam 6% cen- 
terboarder; draft 5” min., 4,3” ma: 
ILL sq. ft: by W. D. Schock С 
$1295, not. including sails. 


This extremely popular West Coast 
sloop—about 3500 have been built to 
the design of Bill Schock, her creator— 
makes a comfortable day sailer in the 
lower price and smaller size range and, 
again, one that combines racing and day 
sailing. Lido fleets are active in many 
Lin some foreign counties, p: 
ticularly Mexico. And the wide-beamed 
Lido offers ample cockpit space for rel 
ing, plus a sturdy hull that can take pl 
of pounding. There's also room to s 
picnic gear or snorkeling equipment and 
you can casily attach an outboard mount 
to the меги to round her out for a day 
of good fun. Named afte nd near 
Newport Beach, California, Lidos are 
found over a wide area—always an ad- 
vantage from a resale point of view. 


states ai 


x- 


CORINTHIAN 
Loa. 19/77; Lw.L 146”; beam 467 
draft 207; sa. 186 sq. ft; by Bristol 
Yacht Со, $2995, not including sails. 


Carl Alberg, a veteran nautical design- 
er, has a talent for turning small boats 
into very handsome, scaled-down ver- 
sions of larger vessels without sacrificing 
such important features as cockpit room 
and stowage space. The Bristol Corinthi- 
, a shallow-draft keelboat, is an excel 
Jent example of his expertise. The skipper 
who likes to cruise in sl 
and doesn't want the bother and space- 
wasting bulk of a centerboard and its 
obtrusive trunk will find her especially 
appealing. The Corinthians neatly 
formed overhang recalls an earlier day, 
but she’s thoroughly modern in rig and 
materials. A responsive performer, she 
сап be used for racing, although the 
lady is primarily а day sailer. The em- 
phasis is on the well-planned cockpit, 
which seats four comfortably. With an 
outboard, she becomes а versatile craft 
for poking up crecks and rivers or ven- 
turing open waters when the 
weather is right—and there's stowage 
under the seats and in the cuddy for the 
ngs of meals and parties. 


into 


RHODES 19 
192". Lw. 179"; bea 
h fixed keel 373”, w 
terboard 10” min, #11” max; s 
175 sq. ft: by O'Day Co, $2495, not 
induding sails. 


па 05 
lı cen 


Phil Rhodes, one of the giants of the 
yachtdesigning profession, put it all to- 
gether when he designed the rugged 


Rhodes 19, a craft that comes with the 
purchaser's choice of keel or center 
board. The Rhodes is supported by a loys 
classracing organization that's 
from coast to coast. (A 300sq-ft. spinna- 
ker adds to the boat's challenge and 
) Lighter boats in thi: 
range have beaten the Rhodes 19 in 
moderate air, but in heavy seas, when 
more delicate craft fade, the Rhodes 
really comes into her own and gives her 
crew a hell of a ride. 
The Rhodes has all 
needed for a very pleasant day of sailing 
under a variety of conditions. The cockpit 
is comfortable, the cuddy is good for stow- 
age and there's no need to worry about 


active 


the elements 


rough 


version 


AK Brown 


ater should the wind begin to 
'. The design also comes in a cruising 
known as the Mariner 242 


(52770), which features a two-berth cabin 
Both models have roller reefing, a well 
for an outboard andike all of the 
boats in thi 
bel 
sink 


artide—ean casily be trailed 
And they're virtually un- 


4а 


ble. 


EWPORT HOLIDAY 


Loa. 1917: Lwl 1767; beam 
67% cemerboarder; draft 8” min, 
4/6" n 178 sq. ft; by 


Browning Newport Boats, $2495, 


including sails. 
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The Newport Holiday. a sloop with a 
cuddy cabin, is the daysailing version 
of a hot racing boat. Harry Sindle, a 
former U.S. Olympic Flying Dutch- 
man skipper, used his familiarity with 
that high-performance class to incorpo- 
rate some of its best features into a 
beamier, more stable boat, able to give 
her crew plenty of swift action while 
they relax in a commodious cockpit. 
The slend clike bow is angled to 
deflect spray and particularly resembles 
the original Dutchman: but by the time 
your eye roves back to the cuddy and 
the generous seats in the cockpit, the 
Holidays similarity to an Olympic class 
has disappeared. The cuddy is a handy 
stowage area for day sailing and pro- 
vides sleeping room for two. There's 
lso stowage space aft for an outboard 
and other ship's and а Avchp 
longshaft outboard can be mounted on 
the transom. The cockpit easily s 
with plenty of [ootroom, and the long 
centerboard trunk makes а good foot 
brace. The heavy centerboard and ample 
beam ensure stability and, in the highly 
unlikely event that one should capsize, 
the positive flotation and seltbailing 
cockpit make her easy to right. The 
rollerreefed mainsail is an added con- 
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Sailing Books 


In probably no other sport is the 
phrase “learn as you do" more ap- 
plicable than in sailing. To become 
a proficient sailor, you must sail. But 
before you hank the jib and weigh 
anchor, we recommend some back- 
ground reading from the selection of 
books listed here 

Sailing for Beginners, by Moulton 
Н. Farnham, from Macmillan, $8.95; 
Wind and Sail, by John Muhlhausen, 
from Quadrangle Books, $7.95; The 
Lure of Sailing, by Everett A. Pear- 
son, from Harper & Row, $7.95. 

If you have the time, also consider 
taking 2 course in sailing from one of 


the organizations listed below. Some 
are intended for the neophyte yachis- 
man, while others offer advanced in- 


struction that will be more of interest 
to the seasoned salt who hes already 
acquired his sea legs. Further informa- 
tion on price and time, etc, can be 
obtained by writing to the schools at 
the addresses provided. 

Offshore Sailing School 

5 East 40th Street 

New York, New York 10016 
(Courses include both classroom and 
water instruction on 27^ Solings pro- 
vided by the school and moored in 
four locales—Nassau, Martha's Vine- 
yard, New York's City Island and Stur- 
geon Bay, Wisconsin.) 


venience and safety factor, making the 
Holiday a most complete and enjoyable 
day sailer. 


САРЕ DORY 14 
loa. 140% Іле. 14^ 
centerboarder; draft 6" min, 3 
m . 89 sq. fi; by Cape Dory 
Co., Inc, $799, including sail. 


beam 4737; 


This is getting down to the mi 
of what could still be called day sailing 
as opposed to dinghy sailing—and the 
14% smaller sister, the Cape Dory 10 
(5599). is just about at the bottom rung 
of egory. Both these boats per- 
form well and offer room to move about 
a bît. You can venture into something 
more than pondlike waters, though not 
too far the і thi 
enough space to take along ge: 
supplies to make life afloat more pleas 
urable for a few hours, One great 
advantage of boats of this size is their 
portability. They can be cartopped 
even more easily than they can be 
wailed—thus opening up a wide range 
of launchesite locations that are not casi- 
ly accessible to more cumbersome boats. 
One day a mountain lake, the next a 
coastal bay and, for a vacation, a whole 
new horizon some distant area. You 


the 


"s 
nd 


from bor, and 


and Schools 


Annapolis Sailing School 

Box 1669 

601 Sixth Street 

Annapolis, Maryland 21404 
(Weekend, month and vacation courses 
for novices on a variety of boats, plus 
classroom instruction.) 

Coast Navigation School 

418 East Canon Perdido 

Santa Barbara, Califomia 93102 
(Correspondence courses in naviga- 
tion, seamanship and boat handling.) 

United States Coast Guard Aux- 

iliary 

Write or call the local Coast Guard 

Station for information on courses 

in your area. Or write: 

U.S.C.G. Headquarters 

400 7th St. S.W. 

Washington, D. C. 20591 
("Dry land" classroom courses in sail- 
ing, piloting and seamanship.) 

United States Power Squadrons 

Box 345 

50 Craig Road 

Montvale, New Jersey 07645 
(Free classroom piloting instruction 
1o the public; sailing courses available 
to members.) 


beat variations in weather 
change in seasons when you travel light 
with a Cape Dory М or 10. 


SUNFI 
Lowa. 13107, Lw.L 126%; beam 4; 
centerboarder; draft 6” min, 2117 
ax.; sat. 75 sq. ft; by AMF Akort 
, 5580, including sail. 


Di 


Undoubtedly, more people have taken 
the water under this board 
boat than on any other design in history. 
Shortly alter World War ‘Two, two 
young men, Cort Heyniger and Alex 
Bryan, had the idea of making the 
simplest kind of sailboat possible, pri- 
rily for the kit-building trade, out of. 

plywood surfboard and colorful I 
rig. A public newly interested in leisure 
pursuits took to their small Sailfish in 
unprecedented numbers. The Sailfish de- 
sign was eventually enlarged to a Super 
fish and then refined to the present 
day fibei Sunfish. Over 100,000 Su 
fish and Sailfish haye been built и, 
and the original idea is still going strong, 
although there now are many imitations 
on the market. Sunfish are kept fo 
use of guests at almost every resort area 
nd they abound on 
big enough to sup 
port any kind of pleasure boating. 

The add small foot well 
cockpit to the origin асері 
makes the newer Sunfish тоге comfort- 
able for spending some time aboard, but 
this is still swimsuit sport really а com 
bination of swimming and sailing. Cap 
ing holds no terrors, as you are wet 
anyway and the boat is casily righted. In 
fact, many people enjoy the flips as much 
as the straight sailing. 

A Sunfish performs well enough to 
provide serious members of 
more than 275 racing llects, and a world- 
championship reg. Шу auracts 
top-ranked skippers. When the breeze is 
strong, a good planing reach in a Sun- 
fish can be a real challenge to the skip- 
per to balance the boat correctly and get 
the most out of cach рий. For simple 
fun afloat, for knocking around in a 
carefree way, for painless familiarization 
with the ait of sailing and for genuine 
thrills when it blows, the Sunfish fills a 
unique role. 

105 been said that there is nothing— 
absolutely nothing—half so much worth 
doing as simply messing about in boats 
Once you know the ropes, the thrill of 
cutting across a body of water at full til 
in a day sailer can compare to topping а 
Ferrari out at 160 or taking Sun Valley's 
Exhibition run in a single swoop. But 
don't take word for it. See for 
yourself, Good sailing! 


10 sail on 
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“Say what you will, the kid can 
really handle a love song!” 
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LEAVE YOU AT THE NILE 


to say something. But she was enjoying 


the moment, now thar the initial shock 
жаз over. She looked down at the dress 
and said, “If hell buy me a new dress, 


TIL forget the whole thing.” She thought 
that was a good compromise, After all, 
she didn’t really want to send anyone to 
jail. 

The two policemen were obviously 
disappointed. But the stranger’s smile 
said that he wasn't. “How much?” he 
asked, reaching into his pocket. He 
pulled out a small roll of bills and 
pulled off the top two. He pressed them 
into her hands before she could spea 
'm sure that will cover it.” The two 
protruding edges showed that they were 
90s. She started to say that he had given 
her too much, that she had paid only 
$9.98 for the dress. But he was speaking 
again. “But if it won't He started 
to peel oft another bill. 

“No,” she said quickly, “this is more 
than enough.” Now she could get that 
of shoes The desk 
sergeant, bored and disappointed be 
cause he had been pulled away from 
his Sports Illustrated. for nothing, only 
hoped to get them out of his station 
house. He was beginning to think the 
whole thing was a con on the girl's part, 
because he could see that she was ob- 
viously not from uptown. He clicked his 
ballpoint pen once more and told the 
stranger to stay while they asked him a 


pair she wanted. 


(continued from page 90) 

few questions about poisoned apples. 
She started to protest, but the str 
assured her that he would be all 
So she left him there in the station 
house 


Another month went by belore she 
saw him again. She didn't know that no 
matter where she went, he was never far 
behind. 

Every Saturday afternoon, when Steve 
didn't have to work, he practiced with 
the baseball team that sponsored 
by the tucking firm he worked for. He 
was always begging Adeline to come out 
and watch them practice. She always re- 
fused, but one Saturday afternoon, she 
decided that she didn’t feel like sitting 
in the apartment, waiting for him to 
come back, so she went with him. On the 
way to the sand lot, he stopped and 
bought a six-pack of beer. When they 
got to the lot, he tumed over a trash 
can. picked her up, sat her down on it, 
shoved of beer into her hand and 
went olf to. play. 

Just as he did everything, he played 
hard, and she watched him intently. She 
knew that he was showing off a little for 
her benefit, because when he would hit 
a good опе or would make an almost 


impossible catch, he would wave to her 


with a grin that covered his whole face 
and she would feel very warm inside. 
For a moment, she thought about the 


“At last, my prince has 


come!" 


suanger and how different he was from 
Steve. She had asked around about a 
guy named Dante and a woman named 
Beatrice, but nobody in the neighbor 
hood seemed to know them, She laughed 
and dropped the empty beer cin onto 
the ground two oth 
to the overturned ash сап. 

Steve came up to bat. He winked at 
her and pointed off into the distance. 
She circled her thumb and forefinger 
and winked back. Then there was а 
loud crack when bat and ball connected 
and she watched the ball sail off. Steve 
was just coming into third base when 
she became aware that someone was 
standing behind her. There were a few 
other people waiching the game, but 
they were all over on the other side of 
the field. She was about to look around 
when Steve slid into third just ahead of 
the tag. She jumped up and yelled out 
his name. He raised his fi to the 
in a victory salute. She was laughing 
hard when she sat back down. 

It was then that she heard a voice say, 
"I came to thank you for not pressing 
charges against me.” She sat rigid for a 
moment, not believing her ears. It was 
as though she had conjured up the 
stranger out of her mind and the thought 
frightened her a lite. She turned to 
look at him. And he was smiling that 
smile again, his uneven teeth reminded 
her of a broken picket fence. His smile 
suddenly irritated her, because it seemed 
that he was privy to some private joke 
he wasn't letting her in oi 


she 


said the strange name is 


shed on, 
“Well, he's my boyfriend and if you 
don't go away and leave me alone, he'll 
break you into little pieces. Now, beat 
it" 

The str 
looked oui 
at home р 


ager shifted ght and 
the big man, who was now 
late, yelling at the umpire, 


who had just called him ош. The smile 


ded for the efest second as he 
watched the scene. But when he turned 
back to her, he was smiling again. "I 
know you're just testing my love for 
you." he said. 

“Your what!" she screamed. “What 
are you, some kind of nut? You got 
a lot of nerve!" And she slapped 
the face. Stevi 
his battle with the umpire, started walk- 
rd Adeline just in time to see 
ng at the stranger, In an instant, 
he dug in and, before either Adcline 
or the stranger knew what was happen- 
socking the stranger on the 


Adeline yelled and started beating 
Steve on the back as he reached to pick 
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the stranger up and sock him again 
"Leave him alone, you mut! What're 
you trying to do, kill him? Leave him 
alone! 

“But I saw you swing at him," Steve 
said, trying to ward off Adeline's blows 
and reach for the stranger again. 

“Ws all right,” she said, "irs all right. 

He's a friend of mine!” The stranger 
all this time lay on the ground, stunned 
but. not out. Just one of Steve's punches 
had been enough to tell him that he 
didn't want to set up again. By this 
, a small crowd had gathered, all 
hooked on the promise of a fight. And 
they laughed at the sight of Adeline 
pounding mercilessly on the big hulk of 
an almost three times her size. 
Like most men, Steve could not abide 
g laughed at. Especially in publi 
His solution to the problem was to turn 
‘ound, pick Adeline up, tuck her un- 
der one arm, pick up what was left of 
the six-pack and march off the lot. 

The stranger on the ground was for- 
gotten as the crowd followed Steve and 
his cargo off the field. The sight of him 


walking down the sucet with Adel 
aming under one 


kicking and sa 
was the funniest thing they'd seen in a 
long time. They laughed, they hooted 
nd they yelled after the retreating cou- 
ple. They were so busy Jaughing they 
didn’t hear the stranger, with his face 
beaming, say, “She loves me. She loves 
me.” Not one head turned to watch him 
go when he got up and walked away, 
g and rubbing his jaw. 


Ti was carly in the morning two weeks 
ter when the stranger came into the 
er. But Adeline was gone. He sat 
down 


he set it down, 
because he had to dash back to the grill 
to rescue some burning bacon. "Doesn't 
Josephine work here anymore?" he 
asked, when the crisis was over and Ben 
was clearing the dishes from the vacated 
counter space next to him, 

Ben stopped wiping for a moment 
and, without looking up, said, "Must 
have the wrong place, buddy. No Jose- 
phine ever worked here." The stranger 
described Josephine. And, from the de- 
scription, Ben knew he was talking 
about Adeline. He figured Josephine 
must have been a phony name Adeline 
ай used. Suddenly, something clicked. 
He stopped wiping and looked up at 
the man sitting across from him. It was 
he nut Adeline had told him about! 
"The nut was speaking. "I would like 
very much to sec her. 1 have something 
to give her. 

Ben pau 
He was squeezing the r 


4 and took а deep breath. 
g so hard that 
er. “Listen, 


buddy, if you're the guy I think you are, 
I want you to know 1 lost the best 


waitress I ever had because of you. Look 
at this place. Empty. And at this time of 
the morning. She quit” He sopped up 
the water from the counter. 

The stranger seemed upset. “Do you 
know where she works? How long аро 
did she quit?” 

About a week ago,” Ben said, “and 
business ain't been the same since. 1 
oughta bust you in the nose. . .." But 
the stran; n't hear the last remark, 
because he was moving quickly out the 
door. And without paying for his coffee. 

Mrs. Ellis didn’t open the door when 
he appeared and rang the bell. She 
made him yell through the closed door. 
And when he asked where Josephine 
had moved to, she walked away and left 
him standing on the doorstep- 

After a few weeks, Adeline began to 
think she had seen the last of the stran- 
ger. She had a new job, a new apartment 
and Steve was beginning to make noises 
about getting marricd. She was also glad 
to be away from the supernose of Mrs. 
Ellis, who had begun to make sly com- 
ments arly iı 
Steve was leaving the building. But all 
of that was behind her, she thought, as 
she stepped off the bus that a 
Tt was a bright, sunshiny day and all was 
vight with the world, She started to hum 
а tune vaguely resembling the wedding 
march. The tune stuck in her throat. 

He was standing by the mailbox, smil- 
ing at her. She turned to get back onto 
the bus, but the door was already closed 
and the bus had started to move off. 
“Hello. Frankie,” he said. His clothes 
were disheveled and he was badly in 
need of a shave, but the smile showed 
through the stubble on his face. She 
wanted to cry, scream, do something, 
anything to make him go away. She 
wondered if she could conjure him away, 
the way she had conjured up that 
da ihe sand lot. 

She closed her eyes and whispered, 
“Со away.” But when she opened them, 
he was still standing there, smiling at 
her, He seemed as happy as a lite 
puppy. “Go away," she said, “or ГИ call 
а cop—no, I'll holler rape, Pli—oh, go 
away. Please?” She looked around franti- 
cally for a policeman. There was none 

а sight. She wanted desperately to stop. 
by. 

He was standing there by the mail- 
bos, not moving an inch toward her, 
ith that stupid grin on his face, “I've 
heen looking all over for you, Frankie,” 
he said. “Why did you run away like 
that?” He moved toward her and she 
stepped back out into the street, only to 
np almost ly back onto the 
sidewalk when a honking horn scared her. 


а pass 


nedi: 


she 
Why 


“What're you trying to do? 
pleaded, "kill me or something? 
don't you just ger los? My name's not 
Frankie!” she suddenly screamed, “or 
any other cockamamie name you might 
think up! Its—" She caught herself. 
There was only one thing to do, she 
concluded, and that was to run, Get the 
hell out of there and run as fast as she 
could. 

“Please,” the stranger said. “L doi 
want to hurt you. I just want . . . her 
He held out his hand. There was a book 
in it, bound in red leather. 

She stared it without 
“What's thai? 
Us a book.” 

What kind of a book: 
Таке it. I wrote it for you.” The 
smile was gone now, replaced by a look 
of despe Fake it,” he i 

The title page read: How I Survived the 
Seventh Circle. By Daniel Block. “Read 


movi; 


it said, "who will alw; 
Beatrice to me.” 

The leather was cool and smooth in 
her hand and the paper was almost 
tissue thin, She stared up at him with 
unbelieving eyes. She read the dedication 
again. “You wrote this for me?" she 
croaked. “Wow,” was all she could utter. 
“Wow.” She wanted to reach out and 
touch him. But she remained rooted. 
What do you say to a guy who writes 
a book for you? she wondered, "I can't 
take it,” she stid, the image of Steve 
rising in front of her. Hed never under- 
stand, The stranger begged her to take 
it, but she steadfastly relused. 

“Then, as а last favor—call it pay- 
ment for the book—will you at least 
have a cup of coffee with me? I know I 
don't look too good right now, but it 
is your fault I look this way. When I 
couldn't find you, I forgot about every- 
thing. Even shaving. Please. Just one 
cup of collec.” She wanted to refuse but 
somehow couldn't bring herself to do so. 
And, holding the book tightly in her 
hand, she walked. beside him down the 
street in search of a café. 

The waitress was obviously not 
pleased with the stranger’s appearance. 
And when she brought the coffee, she 
stood fast, waiting to see who was 
to pay for it. She was not prep: 
the shock of receiving a five-dollar bill 
and being told to keep the c 
expression changed immediately to one 
of lofty respect. She walked away sure 
that she had just encountered one of 
those ics There was a mirror 
behind the coffee urn and she compared 
her face and figure with Adeline's. She 
couldn't figure it. She was still puzzled 
when she waited on her next custome: 

The two of them sat for several silent 
minutes. He stirred his coffee continu- 
ously as she turned the book over and 


ys be 


hı eccent 


“Come on, Boffo, it’s lime to get into your costume!” 
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over in her hand, as though she expect 
ed it to disappear at any second. He 
watched her as she thumbed through it, 
stopping several times to read a passage. 
Finally, she flipped back to the title 
nd read the name again, “Daniel 
she said aloud. And simultane- 
ously, almost automatically, she mentally 
tested the phrase Mrs. Daniel Block. She 
quickly erased the name from her men- 
tal. blackboard. 

When she Jooked up again, he was 
smiling at her across the rim of his cup. 
He seemed much calmer now. She was 


too, and for a second, it seemed 
though she had known him for a 
long. long time. He was massaging the 
cup with his free hand. She marveled at 
how small and delicate it looked moving 
back and forth around the cup. His hair 
was longer than she remembered it and 
she felt a twinge of envy about the wavy 
shine of it. She inadvertently reached up 
and touched her own and quickly took 
her hand away when she felt its dryness. 


calmer 


“I don’t care, Harry—overtipping is vulgar: 


She followed the line of his forchcad, 
which was a lite longer than she would 
have liked it to be, down to his eye- 
brows, which seemed to have been set 
о his face unevenly, one at a time. In 
the dimness of the room, she couldn't 
tell if his eyes were brown or black, 
but they were dark. And, unlike the gaze 
of some men she could think of, she felt 
relaxed as they rested unmoving on her 
face. 

She suddenly found herself wishing 
she knew more about make-up but hop- 


ing he couldn't see her face too well in 
the dim light. She wied to determine his 
age as she studied his high checkbones 
and the small mouth surrounded by the 
stubble of beard. But she was no good at 
guessing men's ages. She guessed he must 
be 35 or so. She was fascinated with his 
face. Especially the eyes. Suddenly con- 
scious of the fact that she was staring at 
him, she put the book down and quickly 
took a sip of coffee, spilling some on her 
hand in her haste. She took another sip 


n 


and allowed the coffee to roll slowly 
down her throat to give hersclf time 10 
think of something to say to the strange 
man who sat silently across from her. 

"Daniel Block. That your rcal name? 
Or is it one you made up? 

It’s the name my p. 
But I use others from time to 1 
Silence was followed by another sip of 
coffee. She waited for him to go on. And 
when he didn't, she tried to frame an- 
other question. There were so many she 
wanted to ask him. And then, as though 
he sensed the way she felt, he started 
talking again. 

“They think I'm crazy, you know.” 
Who does?” 
mily. Which is ridiculous, of 


course. 
Of course.” 

Another long silence. Then, “They all 
live in me. Because I have a literary 
soul.” He was leaning forward a litle 
now, speaking in a lower tone of voice, 
as though he did 
them to hea 
away,” he contint 
They couldn't 
ded, not nding but tm 
to look as if she did. His face brightened 
nd he leaned back a little in his seat 
“They had to let me go when I passed 
all the tests they gave me, though." He 
chuckled with a mouth full of coffee and 
his Adam's apple bobbed up and down 
when he swallowed. 

She wanted to sty something, but she 
couldn't think what. So she sat there and 
smiled back at him as though she under- 
stood every word he said. He seemed 
pleased to have someone share his secret 
joke. She wished he'd get to the punch 

n 


mily had me put 
d, "but I understood. 


so she could eujoy it, too. 
“They pay me to stay away 
st, "which is fine with 


at 


се cradled beiwe 
ned at her and sai 
ul you know? 
Here comes the pitch, 
ow we get down 10 it. She 
felt d. “They all live you, 
too, "s why we belong together, you 
nd 1. Because they live in both of us. 
We are the living counterparts of all the 
classic lovers of literamure. We belong 
together. And when the time is right, we 
will be together. I've searched for you 
for a long time and now that I've found 
you, I don't intend to lose you.” 

You're crazy as a bedbug, she thought, 
but she didn’t say it. Instead, she got up 
from the table abrupuy and hurried out 
before he could y more. When he 


Really be: 
she thou 


reached the door, she was jumping into 
a cab, He ran out into the street, calling 


after the disappearing vehicle. 

In the back sat of the speeding 
i, Adeline sat hunched in one come, 
shaking visibly. The driver, concerned, 


asked if she was feeling all right. She 
assured him she was. It was crazy. That's 
what it was. Crazy. It was like some 
dream that she couldn't seem to wake 
from. She became aware of a cramp in 
her hand. She was still clutching the 


thin red volume. 
In the weeks that followed, she 
thought many times of the strange man 


named Daniel Block. though she never 
spoke of him aloud. She found herself 
over her shoulder when she 
walked down the street and each time 


bus, she expected to 


looking 


she stepped off а 
sec him standing there, smiling at her 
But she never saw him. She would find 
herself walking past the little café where 
the two of them had had coffee together 
but she never went in. On the nights 
when Steve was out of town on a long 
haul, she would reach under the mat 
tress and take out the book the stranger 
had given her and read parts of it, in 
an attempt to understand. But the book 
continued to because its style 
was vastly different from that of the paper- 
backs she usually read. She would read 
until her head ached, because she felt 
sure that if she could understand the 
book. she could understand Daniel. Some- 
times, she felt she was on the edge of 
understanding, but the edge would quick- 
ly vanish and she would shove the book 
back into its hiding place. 

She was drying silver one day when 
Steve came bounding into the diner 
where she now worked. He was bursting 
with news, He had been promoted to 
branch manager, which meant he 
wouldn't have to go on the road again. 
He reached over the counter and lifted 
her bodily across it. “Marry me, Addie,” 
he said, “you and me belong together.’ 
She froze for a brief moment, remember- 
ing the words of a stranger whose family 
had named him Daniel. But he was only 
part of a crazy dream. Something that 
never really happened. This was real 
This feeling of being crushed in the 
arms of a man who shared her bed from 
time to time, a man whose words and 
thoughts and dreams she understood. 
This was real. 

Steve's two lips as they crushed hers 
and the words in her cars she had never 
heard him say before: "I love you, Ad- 
dic. Marry mc. You know I'll be good 10 
you. M; The 
other was just some crazy thing she had 


le her, 


ту me.” Yes, this was real. 

conjured up. 

without she heard 
"You'd better be good to me, 


Almost thinking, 


herself say, 


or ГЇЇ break your head." He crushed her 


to him a 


cd with laughter. 
infectious 
soon the entire diner was la 
him, happy for him. And as she joined 
in the laughter and accepted the con 
gratulations, Adeline thought of the red 


s so that 
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volume resting underneath the mattress 
at home. 

In the hustle of her impending ma 
riage, she forgot all about the stranger. 
She went shopping and bought all the 
things a bride should have, with the 
help of a former roommate named Gra- 
cic, who had moved out when the mar- 
gc bug had bitten her. And she found 
s the date drew closer and her 
happiness increased, the image of the 
stranger drifted further and further into 
the back of her mind. He had never 
appeared again and she no longer tried 
to read the book he had She 
had tried once to throw it out when she 
turned the mattress, but went back to 
the t an, took it out, wiped off the 
coffee grounds and returned it to its 
hiding place. When the date arrived, she 
had completely forgotten about the book. 

He was standing outside the church 
when Adeline and Steve came out alter 
the wedding. He looked thin and drawn, 
ıs though he hadn't eaten for a long 
time. His clothes looked even more di 
sheveled than when she had last 
him. He made no move toward her as 
she walked down the steps. She shot a 
k glance at Steve to see if he, too, 
d seen. But Steve was too busy. Too 
busy 1 d shaking hands 10 


ur 


written. 


ash 


seen 


notice. Someone spun her around and 
hugged her tightly, knocking her bouquet 
from her hand. Jt was one of Steve's 
wuck-driving friends. And for a mo- 
ment, she Jost sight of Daniel standing 
at the curb. When the truck driver r 
leased her, she was immediately grabbed 
by another and then another. This went 
on for several minutes and she wanted 
desperately to break away, so that she 
could explain to Daniel why she was 
doing this thing. She didn't know why, 
but she knew she had to explain it to 
him. But by the time the last pair of 
arms released her, he was gone. She ran 
down the remaining steps and looked 
both ways, up and down the street. He 
was nowhere in sight. The chance w. 
gone and she felt sorry because of it. 
When Steve came down the steps and put 
his arm around her, she felt a strong urge 
to pull away from him. Feeling her 
tension, he asked, "What's the matter, 
Addie?” with genuine concern in his 
voice. She turned and looked up into his 
suddenly troubled eyes that had gone a 
little wide. And when she felt the 
wannth of his hand through the thin 
material of her dress, she looked once 
more up and down the now-empty street 
and said to herself, This is real 


“You should be making the same as the Pope!” 


GREEN PORN 


(continued from page 82) 
wild, blatant come-ons. And among the 
valleys and hills of the scedier parts 
of San Francisco, the come-ons are bla- 
ant: visions of amazons with twinkling 


and TIJUANA srAcs, In Los Angeles, the 
theaters have names like Sho-Mor 
Tom & Cat and are along Santa Monica 
Boulevard, in the heart of old Holly- 
wood—indeed around any chance corner. 
ew York's porn theaters have spread 
Times Square across to parts of the 


п 
East Side and сап be missed only by blind 


men who have lost the sense of smell: The 
theaters—which are almost invariably 
cramped and dirty—usually stink of vi 
tage Lysol. 
Ironically, the best 
pom appe: 
have discreet advertisements and 
fortable, relaxed surroundings. In f 
you would never know pornography w: 
the staple unless you could read between 
the lines. Alex de Renzy’s Screening 
Room Theater in San Francisco could be 
a small place in Dubuque showing a re- 
run of Snow White—until that first frame 
dicks on. His advertisements in news- 
papers ате direct, sensible and nontitillat- 
ig. The O'Farrell—run by hard-core 
film makers Art and Jim Mitchell—i 
spodess. The Suner Cinema, in a well- 
heeled part of town, operates like an art 
theater. There are free coffee 


nd really hottest. 


the few theaters that 
com- 
t. 


of good humor and 
Arlene Elster runs d 
big-eyed, talfy-haived gir 


ence. 
Sune 


She is a 
in her late 205 
who went to high school with Janis Jop- 


lin in Port Arthur, Texas, and has a 
bachelor of science degree from the Uni- 
versity of Texas. She freely admits being 
turned on by good porno and appears to 
have few hang-ups about sex, discussing 
how she has strolled nude on beaches and 
appeared in carly “beavers.” Only her 
past throws a shadow across her face, as 
when she mentions a six-month disaster 
of a marriage to—in her words—a super- 
straight guy. 

The Sutter is the showcase Leo 
Productions, the porno-film company гип 
by Arlene and her unlikely partner, 
Lowell Pickett. Pickett is in his mid-30s, 
has a comfortable paunch, glasses and a 
constant, charming air of befuddlement. 
His appearance and mannerisms could 
have been plucked from a Dickens novel 
—even his name has a Dickensian ring— 
but his opinions and thrust are far from 
Victori 
Arlene, of 
national Erotic Film Festival last Decem- 
ber. He and Arlene have never hidden 
their identities in connection with Leo 
Productions, but the stars of their films 


for 


He was the guiding hand, with 
n Francisco's 


st Inter 


The de Tom 


In Italy, men build cars 
with passion. One of them is 
Alejandro de Tomaso. And this 
is his car, Pantera. Conceived 
without compromise. A car so 
carefully built (it is virtually 


L i bhi 

2,500 made the first year. Mid- 
engined like a racing car. An 
ultra-high-performance sports 
coupe that stands a little higher 
than the average man’s belt 
buckle, it seats two (and only 
two) and it’s priced in the 
neighborhood of $10,000. 


Obviously, Pantera is for the 
few who demand something 
extraordinary. 


The body is the inspired 
work of Ghia, the renowned 
coachbuilder. It is Italian crafts- 
manship atits finest. Monocoque 
construction fuses the steel skin 
and frame into an incredibly 
strong and rigid structure. 

The engine is a 351 CID, 
4-barrel V-8 placed just ahead 
of the rear axle, which gives 
Pantera some huge advantages 
over conventional sports cars. 
Better vision forward. Less 
power-loss. Better weight distri- 
bution. And the tightest, most 
satisfying handling characteris- 
tics you've ever experienced. 

With five forward speeds 
fully synchronized, independent 
suspension of all four wheels 
(dic-cast magnesium wheels are 


optional), rack and pinion 
steering, power-boosted disc 
brakes—even an ingenious sys- 
tem to prevent you from inad- 
vertently selecting the wrong 
gear while shifting, the de To- 
maso Pantera has to be one of 


the most impressive vehicles ever 
offered here at ану price. 


*Based on Mfr's suggested retail price. Ex- 
cludes state and local taxes, destination 
charges, dealer preparation, if any. 


Pantéra by de Tomaso B 
Imported for 
Lincoln-Mercury 


McClure Anaheim, Anaheim 

Beverly Hills Lincoln, Beverly Hills 
Johnson & Son Lincoln-Mercury, 

Costa Mesa 

Sachs & Sons, Downey 

Star Lincoln-Mercury Sales Inc., Glendale 
Peyton Lincoln-Mercury, Harbor City 
David J. Bricker Inc., Hollywood 

Bob Estes, Inglewood 

Murphy Lincoln-Mercury, Long Beach 
O'Connor Lincoln-Mercury, Los Angeles 
Security Lincoln-Mercury Inc., Los Angeles 
Foothill Motors, Pasadena 

Pascal Dilday Inc., San Diego 

Townsend Lincoln-Mercury, San Diego 
Santa Ana Lincoln-Mercury, Santa Ana 
Lynch Lincoln-Mercury, Santa Monica 
Van Nuys Motors Inc, Van Nuys 

Urich Motor Co., Whittier 
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Two out of three Carlsbergs 
are great beers. i= 


There are now three distinctly 
different Carlsbergs being sent here 
(America) from there (Copenhagen). 

Canussenc GOLD LArEL, an excep- 
tionally light, exceptionally mellow 
beer that's been coming here for years. 

CARLSBERG Special DARK LAGER, a 
beer with a remarkably wine-like 
bouquet and flavor that’s new here, 
but an old, old favorite in the 
Old World. 

And CARLSBERG ELEPHANT, a malt 
liquor with an unforgettably Full- 
bodied, robust taste. 

Here are two ways to try all three 
Carlsbergs at once. 

The Danish way: Throw together a 
little smorgasbord. Quaff the 
Gold Label with the light fish and 
salad courses; the Dark Lager with 
the heartier hot meat courses; and the 
Elephant when the party is over, and 
spirits and taste-buds need reviving. 

"The American twist: Open one, 

p^ three different Carlsbergs. And a 

x of pretzels, And Skål! SKI! Skål! 

"And if you'd like six special 
Carlsberg glasses (the ones in our 
© picture) to hold your three special 
Carlsbergs, send $4.00 in check or 
money order to “Carlsberg Glasses, 
600 Madison Avenue, New York 
10022, Dept. P-1.” 

Three cheers from Carlsberg: The 

toast of Copenhagen, Denmark, 


BREWED AND BOTTLED BY THE CARLSBERG BREWERIES, COPENHAGEN, DENMARK. CARLSBERG AGENCY, INC., 
3460 WILSHIRE BLVD., LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA 90005 


AUDIO-VISUAL 
ҮА) ФА МЕТ 


АКА1'$ remarkable new 1/4” VT-100 
Portable Video Tape Recorder provides 
everything necessary to produce audio- 
visual tape for your enjoyment. No film 
processing costs. No expensive lighting 
setups. No special equipment of any kind 
And all on exclusive. low-cost. 1/4” 
video tape at 1/3 the operating costs of 
other systems. Aim the camera. Shoot 
Presto! You make your own audio-visual 
tape for enjoyment and many other uses. 
You name it, The VT-100 will capture il. 
Beautiful picture. Unparalleled sound 
And, you can play the tapes back 
instantly on the built-in TV monitor 
Erase. Edit. Shoot over. Play the tapes 
anywhere on any television set. Truly 
portable, the entire VT-100 system 
weighs under 20 pounds, less 
Adapter-Recharger 


TOTAL PRICE FOR 
EVERYTHING......$1295.00* 


plus state and local sales taxes where applicable. 


Yes, I'm interested in АКАГ' new VT-100. Please 
send me free literature. 


P.B.-7 
Name__ 
Title 


‚Address, 


the worlds first 
Video Tape Recorder 


Phone, 


City 


State__ Zip__ 


World Renowned For Sight & Sound 


VT-100 АКА! AMERICA, LTD. 
2139 East Del Amo Boulevard/Compton, 
California 90220/(213) 537-3880 
Manufacturer. ws 
AKAI ELECTRIC CO., LTD. 7 


P.O. 80x21, Tokyo International Airport. Japan 


9 OUT 
OF EVERY 
10,000 
AMERICANS 
PREFER 
CAMPARI. 


In Europe almost everybody has a soda, others escalating their satis- 


Campari and soda before lunch faction with Campari on the 
and before dinner. In America rocks. 
almost nobody does. And we are happy to note more 


Even a small country like Austria Campari-based drinks being ordered 
consumes more Campari than the іп Ameri restaurants: the 
entire United States. Americano (equal parts of Campari 
Yet far from being despondent, апа Italian Vermouth) and the 
we, the makers of Campari Negroni (equal parts of Campari, 


SONED, PREPARED AND пу САИ are pleased to report that the ы Gin, and Italian 
1045 & CO., INC., NEW American consumption of EM Y Vermouth.) 
Campari is creeping a E Patiently we look 


forward. і onas the number of 
Weare pleased to MIN el Americans who prefer 
see a few more ler 3 £ Campari inexorably 


Americans each day d rises. 

enjoying Campari before lunch Campari comes from Italy where. 
or dinner. It delights us to see we have a saying: Rome wasn't 
Americansembarking on the built in aday; nor is the love of. 


Campari trail, some adding alittle Campari. 
Imported, Prepared and Боце by Austin, Nichole & Со, Ine., New Yorks NX.—48 Prod 


have always gone by such names as Randy 
Dazzle and Rock Deepton when credits 
were flashed on-screen. Recently, though, 
they released a film called Intersection, in 
which the female star's real, honestto-God 
name was credited. (She was Mary Rex- 
roth, the lovely young brunette daughter 
of poet Kenneth Rexroth.) Perhaps when 
porno movies feature real people who 
receive real rewards for their work, it will 
be a sign that the audience is starting to 
accept its own sexuality, to quit all the 
slinking in and out. 


Francisco is 
the 


San 
where 


without question 
most lively porn emanates 
from today. There are many theories why 
this should be so. Maurice Girodias, the 
owner of Olympia Press, thinks it's be- 
cause of the warm, Mediterranean di- 
mate, that certain sensuous waft to the 
ай. (He also echoes the McLuhanesque 
beliel that the very young are into films 
because that generation has been condi- 
tioned by the visual rather than the 
nted media) Others think San Fran- 
о is the place because it has a long 
history of civilized tolerance of new 
points of view and different life styles. 
In any case, any number of San Francisco 
State and UCLA graduates, mostly majors 
in film making, are turning out pornies 
in the Bay Arca by the carload 

Roughly 70 percent of the porno films 
come from California, about half of the 


from San Francisco, lalf from Los Angeles 
(20 percent are made in New York, ten 


percent in Miami). If you sce enough of 
these films, you can soon spot which city 
amy of them comes from, often within 
the firs minute: A stiletto-heeled girl 
struts onto a set that drips with the colors 
of a banana split. Her outfit includes split 
crotch panties, cantilevered brassiere with 
holes for her nipples and, on her head— 
for someone's deviation somewhere—a 
tasseled flamenco hat with drawstring 
night. With hardly a hello, she begins 
fellatio on а glassy-cyed partner. “Oh, 
Lord, an Г. A. film,” a connoisseur поп. 
An L. A. film is what's known in the wade 
ОГ course, there are excellent 
underground film makers in L. A.— sudi 
as Carl Linder, whose Vampira is a classic 


as raunch 


study of a sensuous woman enjoying her 
body —but these film makers just happen 
to be hanging their hats there for the 
moment and are not indigenous to the 
city 


-os Angeles is where the old guard 
smut peddler is" says Lowell Pickett. 
"These are the fellows in Perry Como 
sweaters and suede shoes whose wives 
have lacquered hair and seldom leave 
the house, These men look down on their 
work: they think it's dirty. They hold 
their customers in contempt, and they 
have their neighbors thinking they're in 
‘publishing’ or “public relations? Natural- 
ly, their products lack imagination. 

A hard-core film maker in L.A. is 


“No, thanks ... just browsing." 


hard to find, let alone interview. (“Lis 
ten,” in a strangled voice over the phone, 
“how'd you hear about me? . . Yeah? 
Well, we don't want any publicity. We 
gota be careful about the cops, they're 
cracking down on us. . . .") The San 
Francisco film makers and actors (and 
liveshow operators and performers) are 
ilable nearly everywhere in theat 
lobbies, in homes, sets 
where couples are grinding away under 
your eyeballs. T talked to Art Mitchell 
in a courtroom where he was on wi 
He looks like Wally Cox's Mr. Peepers, 
with receding blond hair gold- 
rimmed spectacles. His gentle manner, 
though, is deceptive. 

"I don't mind being thrown in the 
tank anymore," he says, bouncing 1 
diapered baby on a corduroyed knee. “It 
scared me at first, but now I have a ball. 
Irs taught me that everyone should 
stand up more for his individual rights. 
At first, the cops grabbed my film and 
harassed me in any number of 
thinking that would stop us. But we 


ay 


their even oi 


and 


fought back and will keep fighting. I 
don't care if I go to jail for ten years. 
When I get ош, Fm going to start 
showing these films again, because I 
know I'm right. People want to sce th 


and they hurt no one.” 
In his summation to the ju 
prosecuting attorney, а 83-year-old Mor 


mon bachelor ran а few excerpts from 
Mitchell Brothers’ films on the 
100m wall in an attempt to prove his 
charge of obscenity. Lights dimmed, 
images jumping for a moment in the 
great stagfilm tradition, fellado could 
soon be discerned, now a moon.shaped 
butt, changing positions to dog fashion or 
nebulous buggering, and then a merry 
wave and wink from the doe-eyed model 
to the audience. “Strictly Tijuana.” 
someone in the Mitchell Brothers sec- 
tion said, getting a laugh. The jurors—as 
arscholes bloomed and the gizum flew 
—sat rigid as cartoon characters frozen 
into blocks of ice; in fact, as patrons 
sit in hard-core movichouses. Predomi- 
nantly middleaged and conservatively 


court 
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“Damn it, Cheevers, you might at least decant the port.” 


dressed, they returned. hopelessly dead- 
locked. Case dismissed. San Francisco is 
open and free to fantasy. 

And wouldn't you know that those 
engaged in the highest flights of fantasy, 
those acting out the impossible dreams, 
would come from the most inhibited 
backgrounds in America? For example: 

Gregg and Bobbi аге а married cou- 
ple, not swingers, with a two-year-old 
child, who have starred in over 30 blue 
movies. Gregg, 22, with blue eyes and 
corn-silk hair trimmed just shy of hippie 
length, grew up in a Catholic family of 
12 children. He studied engineering at 
the Ui n and met 
Bobbi at a dance Milwaukee, Bobbi, 
28, leggy, raven-haired, also was brought 
up a Catholic—and more strictly, she 
says, than her husband. “I went to an 
all-girls’ school, and was taught—by the 
nuns, family, everybody—that men were 
to be feared, that sex was dirty and 
shameful, except maybe in some never- 
never land of marriage. I lost my cherry 
at nineteen in the back seat of a car and 
changed my life.” She has come a long 
way since, 

Like millions before them, she and 
Gregg went to California for Ше 
weather, the sea and what they believed 
would be a freer way of life. They say 
they got into dirty movies because they 
needed the money (they average $100 
between them a shooting). They also 
claim that they are monogamous, that 
they love cach other very much and arc 
little concerned that their parents or 
friends back in the Midwest will ever be 
exposed to their filmwork. They try to 
appear more than a little liberated, 
making love at the drop of a hat before 
a whirring Arriflex. 

Now move over him, please, Bob- 
” says Bruce Bellingame, 19 ycars of 
age but looking younger, the director as 
well as cameraman on the "set"—which 
is the bedroom of his own home on the 
outskirts of Berkeley. "Now if you 
would, please, Bobbi, suck his dick.” 
"Hunhz" "I say, suck his dick.” “Oh, 
sure, I just didn't hear you.") Liberat- 
cd! A free life stylel Yet one thing 
keeps puzzling them. Why do so many 
people pay to watch them do it? 

Mary is a very pretty, boyishlooking 
girl o£ 19, with short trimmed hair and. 
a fetching bridge of freckles across her 
nose. A native Californian, she was 
brought up in a strict Protestant home 
and taught not only that sex was dirty 
but also that if a girl didn't remain a 
virgin she would never land a husband. 
Mary talks in a quick, offhand way, 
punauating the flow with a sudden 
flashing grin. "Well, I was going great 
until a neighbor boy . . . uh, did it to 
me when I was twelve and I was in the 
eighth grade"—a whitetoothed chuckle— 
"and I dug it, Weird, you know." Her 
only complaint was that the ncighbor 


boy didn't comeback often-cnough—he 
was more shamed and hung up about it 
than she was. Though they were using 
multiple birth-control methods at the 
same time, both were terrificd that a 
baby might pop up. At 15 Mary was 
introduced to marijuana, and she points 
to that as her major personality “break- 
through." When she appeared in her 
first. pornographic film, she was not con- 
cerned with the morality of it. “What 
was worry js. "was that I 
might be rejected.” She certainly wasn't, 
and has since appeared in around 100 of 
them. Onsereen she is energetic, checr- 
ful—and much in demand. (She starred 
in De Renzy's Sexual Encounter, the girl 
being balled in center stage by the 
group leader, none other than George S. 
McDonald.) Mary's younger sister has 
followed her in the trade, and both 
sometimes appear in the same film, once 
in a while making love to each other. 

Now one might think that a girl into 
such things would be living in extremis, 
an outcast. In fact, Mary is married and 
has a young son. Her home, not far 
from Daly City, spotless (a vestige, 
perhaps, of her Calvinistic past), though 
the artwork and artifacts—an American 
з used as a drape—proclaim her iden- 
ication with the drug/peacenik cul- 
ture, She hugs and disciplines her young 
son, cooks good meals on time and is 
attentive to her husband, a young, dark- 
browed man with hair cut the same 
length as hers. He does not object to her 
it's delicately put, with 
just as long as it's before 
cameras and nothing heavy gets going in 
private. But why docs Mary model “It 
beats typing in an office," she says. "And. 
if I don't do it too often, then . . . uh, 
it's fun. . „ dig?” 

One problem. That phone keeps ring- 
ing, the maniacs somehow getting 
through all types of security, and Mary 
has to keep changing her unlisted num- 
ber. (“Hello there, baby, I saw you in 
your last flick and I want you to know I 
got the biggest one in San Mateo” 
Slam!) And yet is it so unusual to 
fantasize about a girl whose image is 
flashed around in all those startling, 
convoluted positions for the whole 
world to see? Just before I a 
plane from the International Airport, 1 
bought a copy of the San Francisco 
Ball (“То watt is to live . . . everythi 
else is just waiting"), and there on the 
cover—nude as the day she was bom, 
labia parted, inviting us all—was a pic- 
ture of my Mary. Who would think that 
her greater reality was as a housewife in 
suede shoes, Levis and peasant blouse, 
dangling a baby on her hip as she 


moved through her neatly tended 
rooms? 
So much is coming into the open 


these days, so many twists and kinks and 


reactions to bygone realities. For in- 
stance, the Cockeues. How to describe 
them? You really can't call them homo- 
sexuals, transvestites nor any of the 
other quick tags we use in choosing 
up teams sexually. Their act is perhaps 
best described as a parody of our past con- 
sciousness of sex. On weckends at some- 
е after midnight, at the Palace Theater 
in North Beach, the Cockettes do their 
turn. The horde of regular Chinese pa- 
trons has long since left, leaving behind 
in memory on the floor a layer, like 
sawdust, of pistachio-nut shells; and now 
the baroque Thirties theater is jammed 
with the hip of San Francisco. Onstage 
comes a fat boy in nothing but a feath- 
ered boa, who sings Ol’ Man River in 
faketo. Then the show jumps into a 
cross between Show Boat and Gone with 
the Wind. A chorus line of Southern 
belles shoots out—rather big feet for 
such ladies kicking up—and one of 
them, stoned, perhaps, falls backward 
and disappears through the cardboard 
showboat. Now here comes a swishing 
apparition who wails, “Atlanta is burn- 
ing! Our fair Adanta is in flames!” 

One sees an extremely pretty face—an 
Ali MacGraw face enclosed in a bevy of 

iglets—and then glances down to wit- 
ness a flapping penis. And yet there are 
real women among the Cocketes, and 
males who pair up with females and 
make love. And Hibiscus, who is some- 
times called the leader, wears a beard 
along with eye shadow and a loose cover- 
ing of feathers and wax fruit. (The 
Organ of San Francisco describes him as 
a blend of Сар! Kidd and the United 
Fruit Company.) The Cockettes all live 
together in a vast Charles Addams house 
in Haight-Ashbury, eating meals togeth- 
mingling loosely. Their rooms are 
distinct, some looking straight out of the 
set for Casablanca, others with enclosed 
psychedelically lit sleeping lofts, all 
charged with their enigmatic mystique. 
And they move as a group not only 
ше at the Palace but through the 
ys of the city. At the Exotic Film 
as bearded critics and long- 
Ч film makers were gravely ta 
their seats, there suddenly came music. 
ing down the aisle in ostrich 


aborigines came the Cockettes, 
“When you walk through а storm, 
Keep your chin up high..." It got a 
louder cheer than any film that nig! 
Theyre telling us something—though 
it's not easy to say what. 


Along San Francisco's Broadway— 
rather too straight a neighborhood for 
the farout Cockettes—are the nudie 
shows, the "love-dance” emporiums. 
which is where tourists are usually intro- 
duced to the San Francisco voyeur scene, 
Neon dances and bold messages—and 
live barkers—beckon. At Lloyd's, the 
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outsize lettering proclaims, PUSSY CALORE 
AND ALOITA BOX. And at the Condor 
there is a bronze plaque, like those 
placed on landmark houses where histor- 
ical figures have lived: 


TOPLESS JUNE 19, 1964 


BOTTOMLESS SEPTEMBER 3, 1969 


No more need be said. This is where 
Carol Doda first revealed her breasts to 
the public, became convinced 
size-34B was not big enough 
silicone injections. There 
who can recall avidly watching he 
oms grow, from week to week, like water- 
melons on a sun-warmed vine. Everybody 
loved big tits back then, But those days 
are gone, and only a plaque remains. 

Iam sitting in the communal dıesing 
room—a space of about 4’xG—of а 
place called the Garden of Eden. As 
Black Magic Woman blares for the act 
going on out front, four girls are getting 
ready for their turns. I must move my 


men today 
bos- 


elbows and knees, as best I сап, to make 
room for a swinging bare buttock or a 
set of breasts being pushed into a bra. 
No one—except for myself—seems re- 
motely self-conscious. Sasha, a beautiful 
oliveskinned girl, is admiringly brush- 
ing her black pubic hair before a mir- 
ror, her right knee up and out like a 
ballet dancer's. 

“Don't you girls have any hang-ups 
about being nude before strange men?” 

"Not any longer,” says Gail (В.А. 
University of Georgia, education. ma- 
jor), a redhead in a blonde wig. “This 
place has done wonders for me. 1 got 
the job right after I broke up with my 
boyfriend and . . . you know. . - at the 
time, D felt of unwanted, like I 
wasn't desirable or something. He left 
me alone a lot. Now it's restored my 
confidence to have men really want to 
look at me. I can’t get enough of it, it 
seems. I love it here,” 
a girl їп a purple, postage- 


sort 


“I think we'd better check with the Parks Department.” 


stamp G string says, bursting in and 
ing the door. “The fuzz is out 


‘Oh, Kee-rist!” cries Irish (В. A., Web- 
ster Gollege, psychology major), taking 
a final puff on her joint, ducking the 
minuscule coal and then swallowing 
the remains. “There's nothing else in 
here, is there? Is there? I was like bust 
ed only last week and I can't go through 


girls." 
The owr 


strolling in. 
figure, he is young, broad shouldered 
and tall, with a Mod trim, tinted Alpine 
goggles and a black fur coat. In the 
lance of the street, a heavy dude. No 
e hearing his calm even voice and 
finding his iceblue eyes lev in 
would cross him lightly. “The fuzz 
only here on а fun trip. They're catch- 
ing the show. No hassle.” 

He suddenly reaches into the shop- 
ping bag he is carrying and removes 
some white, fluttering Sally Rand feath- 
ers. “Look at what pretties I got you 
lovely babies. You can try these out 
onstage. They'll go crazy.” He takes a 
seat, a girl on one knee, his arm around 
another, the bt 
tickling a 


were a 
ng “em on 
y. Listen, I'm going to promote 
you to the Love Dance. Yes, I am. You 
can do it. I'm dying to sce it myself, you 
beautiful hunk. . . 
“Bobby, I don't know i 
Um able... if. . 
‘on can, darling. You can. I guara 


LAD El 


tee. 

Later, over drinks in private, he says, 
“They're all, all, mind you, terribly inse- 
cure. They're total exhibitionists, too. So 
the simple secret is to give them individ- 
ual attention and love, and then teach 
them the best way to exhibit their 
bodies so they cater to fantasies. Perhaps 
why I'm more successful than others on 
the street is because I do love them 
Y have a rich fantasy life myself. 

The girls at the Garden of Eden take 
off their costumes on a raised platform, 
then go through sensuous, lip-pud 
motions, as if making love to themselves 
or an person. In the Love 
male partner, often the barker, 
nd the two go through simulated 
B. complete with a 


ima 


пу 


ce “orgasm.” (In this they и 
sport something of a С string—but at 


the evening's last show there is often no 
clothing and, if the coast is clear, well, 
what the hell, it might be a little more 
than simulated.) The Garden of Eden is 
generally packed, while other clubs 
down the street are half filled. “I don't 
know how Savage does it.” another club 
owner says, a man with a potbelly and a 
diamond ring. “He can take the biggest 
dog I ever seen, a girl who can't draw a 
sailor off the street, and turn her into 


the hottest number in town. I can't even 
hardly believe my own eyes.” 

“I teadh the girls,” Bob says, “the 
file things the important touches. 
How to blow a kiss, the way to look at a 
man as if he's the only one in the world, 
the way to tease and the way to finally 
come across. Bur it's all illusion, of 
course. Listen, all this concern over cen- 
sorship doesn't bother me at all. Let the 
courts put us back in the Victorian age 
and it won't make one bit of difference 
to me. I'd still be able to sell illusion. 
Because, finally, thats what it's all 
about. Illusion.” 

San Francisco is a dream—and other 
places, try as they may, cannot match its 
êlan or inventiveness in most fantasy 
fields. Along gritty, gray 42nd Street in 
New York, dignified middle-aged men 
pore guiltily over graphic shots of girls 
with legs raised in V-for-Victory signs— 
until the 1 behind the counter blasts, 
“OK, there ain't been no purchase in 
the last half hour! I'm giving youse 
guys five minutes to buy somep'n' or else 
it's outside for youse.” But New York, the 
first and foremost in so many things, tries. 
It has the Gallery of Erotic Art, shown 
by appoinunent only, its main claim 
to fame having been а colleaion of 
homosexual work in which a sculpture 
by Carlin Jeffrey featured the artist 
himself chained nude to a large silver 
crucifix. (The work was intended as a 
memorial to homosexuals who had died 
in Vietnam.) There are shadowy bars in 
Greenwich Village where nude males do 
gogo routines on small raised platforms. 
And there is Club Orgy. 

Club Orgy will not be tamed or 
stopped. It was at 110 West 24th Street, 
a few doors down from the shuttered 
and barred rectory of St. Vincent de Paul 
Church, until April 13, when a fire of 
mysterious origin (some say from God) 
gutted it. New quarters will undoubtedly 
be had by read this, and 
ance more Victor and Rita, a New York 
couple who learned their trade in Cali- 
fornia, will be performing a zany, existen- 
tial playlet that begins with the two of 
them balling. The act gains ground when 
Diane—a transsexual with siliconed 
breasts, genitals strapped down and out 
of sight, and looking more femi 
than Rita—makes it a weird threesome, 
and winds up with the wi alloon- 
haired Victor holding his dark-wessed 
Rita up by her heels before the aud 
ence and making a ble: 
sound from a part of her anatomy he 
terms the “skin flute," while Rita sings, 
upside down from between his legs, 
a Yankee Doodle Dandy.” Well. New 
York keeps trying, but it never can lead 
you into that willing suspension of 
disbelief that California so effortlessly 
induces, 

In San Francisco, the en 


e 


eprencur 


“Your maw wouldn't lie to you, Jasper. I really 
don't know where you came from!” 


been most successful in giving 
what it always has wanted to 
see (but never dared expect) is—Alex de 
Renzy. His Pornography in Denmark cost 
$15,000 to produce and has grossed over 
$2,000,000 to date. And what De Renzy 
has done with his money seems as much 
a fulfillment of fantasy as any of 
movies. He lives Rafael, in a 15- 
room hilltop mansion complete with his 
own editing and screening rooms, a glis 
tening 6'x 12^ English snooker table and 
a heated outdoor swimming pool. He runs 
two silver Targa Porsches, one of which 
he's had up to 150 mph on a Nevada 
а foxgray Mark IV Jaguar 
and a custom made equipment truck that 
he lives in on film locations. He has al- 
ways liked the outdoors, having grown up 
in New England, where he trapped game 
s a boy. His early life, in fact, sounds 
as wholesome as a Rooth Tarkington 
hero’s. He comes from a fairly well-to-do 
family (father an engineer, mother the 
head dietitian for a hospital) and went 
through Tilton, а prep school in New 
Hampshire. He cared litle about por- 
nography back then, the hottest things 
he can remember reading being the ear- 
ly gang noyel The Amboy Dukes and 
God's Little Acre. And he got mi d 
shortly after prep school—"Had to, the 
pregnancy thing.” he says. in his clipped 
accent. "I was tied up in the usual guilt. 
pattern of my generation.” (He is now 
35.) He became the father of a daugh- 


straightawa 


ter, went to Reno in 1951 as an 
structor in the Air Forces 
School, and watched his ma 
disintegrate. It wasn't an € 
him in Nevada. After discharge from the 
Mir Force, he earned his 
gambling dealer at Harrah’ 
zoology at the Uni 
his free time. 

But his life seemed to be going no- 
where, and—like so many others—he 
finally made it to San Francisco, for a 
second start, in 1964. He became а cam- 
craman at Gordon News Films simply 


and studied 
ersity of Nevada in 


because the job turned up. And then it 
happened. Moonlighting, hc made a 
600-foot film of a girl stripping: it cost 


him $75 and sold for $250, He 
found his field. Because he was w 
to go one step П 
and because he didn't mind working 
while they slept, his free 
caught on and his ambitions rose. He 
opened his own theater in San Francis 
co, the Screening Room, stocking 
his own productions, and soon quit his 
job as a news photographer. "My hardest 
decision was giving up that steady job.” 
he says. “1 was brought up to believe 
everyone had to hold a regular job, ii 


had 


ng 
rther than the others. 


nce films 


was v important. You could starve 
otherwise." 
Now he sits on a comfortable red- 


velvet couch in his living room, the view 
through his picture window of acre after 
acre of virgin-green foliage. As music 
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Gordon's London Dry Gin 
makes a smashingly 
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eh what?” 
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Biggest seller in England, America, 
1вв the rest of the well-refreshed world. 


from Santana filters through the cavern- 
ous room from multiple speakers, an 


attractive dark-haired girl enters with a 
boy and girl. She is introduced as Kath- 
eryn, his wife. She was once a topless 
dancer North Beach and knew 


Ken Kescys Merry Pranksters. A very 
pleasant, large-eyed brunette—somewhat 
resembling the Italian actress Ciulietta 
Masina—she was known in the old 
North Beach days as Little People and 
now is in her late 20s. Fine. Then a 
second girl enters with a little girl. This 
is Christine, 19 years old and a blonde, 
With no embarrassment whatsoever, she 
is introduced as the second wife. De 
Renzy tells me later that he has no 
major problems in the ménage à trois. 
Both girls get along fine with cach other, 
and all three slcep in a mammoth bed. 
Ironically enough, Christine's mother 
and De Renzys first wife, who are the 
same age, are good friends in Reno. 

So now De Renzy is living many 
men's wildest fantasies; not only is he 
making fantastic sums but his The His- 
tory of the Blue Movie was the object of 
a long, laudatory article in The New York 
Times. Yet even De Renzy must face his 
reality. After going on all cylinders for a 
suetch, he awoke one dawn unable to 
keep it up, his psyche splitting from all 
that had been poured there. He had to 
give up drinking and pot and tobacco: 
now coffee is his only stimulant. And on 
May 2, 1969, the law of velocity caught up 
with him. As he was barreling down a 
sun-drenched street in San Francisco on 
his motorcycle, a car coming the other 
way turned abrupily, and he crashed 
through the window. He broke his leg 
in 30 places and spent 83 days in the 
hospital—meanwhile contracting hej 
tis through a tainted blood tra 
Today his face is crisscrossed with scars 
and one of his fine eyes seems to 
been sewn back lower than the other. . . . 

And back at Enrico’s, George S. Мс 
Donald, the superstar of blue films, has 
all of $4.93 to his name. “You make four 
or five of these ds of films in a row 
and it can be a real bummer,” he con- 
fesses. "You know, you have all the 
hang-ups that ordinary people have— 
like getting a hard-on and worrying 
about satisfying your partner—plus you 
have to act like Superman in doing 
things others can't do. It can bring you 
down. And I've had to do things in films 
I've never done in private. Like, in De 
Renzys Sexual Encounter, I'm screwing 
in the midst of twenty other people, all 
of us down on the floor. Who ever does 
that in real life? I tell you, it can fuck 
up your mind... .” 

Like a Somerset Maugham character 
who becomes a little punchy after ven- 
turing too far into the tropics. George 
may always have a slight hum in the 


head from his revolutionary work. But. 
thanks to him and others, no audience 
will ever again have to wish for just 
little more. 105 all there in the open 
now—graphic, complete, in toto. The 
ultimate. 

Ac any rate, now that audiences have 
seen the real and utter McCoy, they are 
becoming bored, For hard-core pornics 
are living proof of the law of diminish- 
ing returns—you've scen one, as Spiro 
Agnew would say, you've scen them all. 
‘And when enough people have passed 
through the turnstiles, when profits 
cease being made, pornies may simply go 
the way of the hula hoop. 

To survive, to keep drawing an audi- 
ence, the hard-corers will have to come 
up with something they haven't yet 
shown—something I, for one, cannot 
imagine. Hollywood could incorporate 
the literal sex act in a film or two, now 
that someone has broken the ground, 
with a name actor and actress; that 
might stir up a flicker of interest for a 
while. In the end, though, films will 
have to be good on many counts, sex oF 
no sex, in order to draw viewers. It's not 
too much to hope that this wave of 
ultimate pom be followed by films 
that combine genuine erotic content 
with all the other clements that have 
always made good movies, All of the 
younger film makers say they want to 
mike more imaginative pomo films and 
look down on what they actually have to 
turn out for the market. That shit. they 
call it. 


After the San Francisco Erotic Film 
Festival, there was a party in a loft with 
a high ceiling, crammed with the liberat- 
ed of that great city. As the gray smoke 
rose and the champagne went down, a 
few here and there began shedding 
clothing. No one paid much attention. 
The waiters, in dinner jackets and bow 
ties, wore nothing below the waist. A 
melon-breasted waitress, bless her, circu- 
lated with only a wispy apron around 
her middle. And to think that the first 
time I saw a pussy—faid 50 cents to sce 
it, in a darkened carnival tent in Ten 
nessee—I fainted from the excitement 
Now, in 1971, I stood talking to a wom 
an who looked a bit like a librarian 
with her hair back in a bun, and as she 
recounted something in a normal voice 
about the Sexual Freedom League ol 
San Francisco, I looked down to see 
that she was holding someone's penis in 
her hand. The owner, however, was talk 
ing to a third party over his shoulder 
And from somewhere else a large hand 
was cupping the woman's rather gener- 
ous ass. 

It was not sexy, nor even startling, 
And the fact that it was neither 


rather sad, 


was 


COBBLER’S HULK 


(continued from page 74) 


ruffling scent, chiffon, feather boas and 
Protestant tracts, she clancied the whole 
bang lot of them. 

‘Morning, Tyrrell! Hello, Bodkin! 
1 hope Murphy has that nice lite jaunt 
to Cannes all sewn up for myself 
Kilfeather? Clancy, kindly read 
Пес on Mariolatry and do, for heav 
Mother of God!" 


le 
en's sake, stop saying 


every time you see mi 
The aristocratic privilege. The stars to 
ions; the planets in their s 
bout the sun; until the 
orders bitch it all up. Meaning old Mrs. 
Clancy, swaying into the office like an 
inebriated camel, to beg a few bob from 
Clancy for what she genteelly called her 
shopping. Never once had that woman, 
as she might reasonably have done, 
asked for “Jim.” Never for 
су." Never even for "my hi 
ways for “Clancy.” Mr. Bodkin confessed 
that he sometimes felt so infuriated with 
her that he would have to slip around 
the corner to the Three Feathers, to calm 
his gut with a Guinness and be reas 
sured by the barman's “The usual, Mi. 
Bj" Not that he had ever been entirely 
happy about that same В. He always 
countered it with a stiff, “Thank you, 
Mr. Buckley.” 

It was the only pub he ever visited. 
And never for more than one glass of 
in. Occasionally, he used to go to the 
ter. But only for Shakespeare. Or 
Ibert and Sullivan. Only for the clas 
sics. Opera? Never! For a time, he had 
been amused by Shaw. But he soon 
discarded him as a typical Dublin jack- 
cen mocking his betters. Every Sunday, 
he went to church to pray for the king. 
He was 19 when the Rebellion broke 
ош. He refused to believe in it. Or that 
the dreadful shootings aud killin, 
the subsequent Troubles could po: 
produce any change, And did they? Not 
a damned thing! Oh, some dient might 
give his m the so-called Irish 
language. Mr. Bodkin simply wrote down, 
"Mr. Irish.” Queenstown became Cobh. 
What nonsense! Kingstown became Dun 
Laoghaire. Pfoo! Pillar boxes were 
painted green, The police were called 
Guards. The army's khaki was dyed 
green. АП the damned thing 
boiled down to was that a bit of the 
House of Commons was moved from 
London to Dublin. 

Until the Second World War broke 
out. Travel stopped dead. The young 
fellows in the office joined the army. He 
remembered how old Mt. Bob—they ran 
the office between them—kept wonder- 
ing for weeks how the Serbians would 
behave this time. And what on earth 
had happened to those gallant little 
Montenegrins? When the Germans in 
vaded Russia, Mr. Bob said that the czar 


me in 


whole 


would soon put a stop to that nonsense. 
Mind you, they had to keep on their 
toes after 1945. He would never forget 
the first time a client said he wanted to 
visit Yugoslavia. Hc took off his glasses, 
wiped them carefully, and produced а 
map. And, by heavens, there it wa: 

There had been other changes. His 
mother died when he 
His two aunts w 
50s. To his astonishment, 
married. His father was the last to go, at 
the age of 81. He went on living, alone, 
in The Villa Rose, daily mistering tho 
sands of eager travelers around. Europe 
by luxury liners, crowded. packet. boats. 
Blue Trains, Orient Expresses, Settle 
bellos, Rheingolds, alphabetical-mathe- 
matical planes. He had cars waiting for 
some, arranged hotels for others, con- 
fided to a chosen few the best places 
(according to “my old friend Lady Kil- 
feather”) to dine, drink and dance, and 
he never went anywhere himself. 

"You mean you never wanted to 

uavel?” 
At first, yes. When I could not afford 
Later, 1 was saving up for my retire- 
t. Besides, in my last ten years there, 
the whole business began to bore me.” 

He paused, frowned and corrected 
himself. It had not "begun" to bore. His 
interest in it had died suddenly. It hap- 
pened one morning when he was turn- 
ing back into the ollice alter conducting 
Lady Killeather out to her gray Jaguar 
Observing him, young Mr. James had 
beckoned him into his sanctum. 

7A word in your ivory ear, Mr. Bod 
kin? I notice that you have been bestow: 
ing quite an amount of attention. on 
Lady Kilfeather." 

“Yes, indeed, Mr. James! And 1 may 
say that she has just cold me that she is 
most pleased with us.” 

“As she might well be! Considering 
thar it takes six letters and eight months 
to get a penny out of the old bitch. 
That woman, Mr. Bodkin, is known all 
over Dublin as a frstclass scrounger, 
time waster and bloodsucker. I would be 
obliged if you would in future bear in 
mind three rather harsh facts of that 
ed parent seems never to have 
ined to you. Time is money. Your 
time is my money. And no client's money 
is worth more to me than any other 
nt's money. Take it to heart, Mr. Bod 
Thank you. That will be all for 


now. 
Mr. Bodkin took it to heart so well 


that from that morning on, all those 
eager travelers came to mean no more to 
him than a trainload of tourists to a 
railway porter after he has banged the 
last door and turned away through the 
steam of the departing engine for a 
quick smoke before the next bunch 
arrived. 

Still, duty was duty. And he had his 


“Right you are! 
Mine’s so delightful, 
I think I just 
saw the olive 
smile at me!” 


It5 how the 
English 
keep their 
gin up! 
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g on until he was 65 and 
then he resigned. Mr. James, with, 1 
could imagine, an immense sense of re- 
lief, handed him a bonus of £50—a quid 
for every year of his service, but no 
pension—shook his hand and told h 
to go off to Cannes and live there in sin 
for a week with a cabaret dancer. Mr. 
Bodkin said that for years he had been 
dreaming of doing exactly that with 
Mrs. Clancy, accepted the 50 quid, suid 
a warm goodbye to everybody in the 
office, sold The Villa Rose and bought 
the tarred railway carriage at Cobbler's 
Hulk. He had had his eye on it for the 
past five years. 

The night he arrived at Cobbler's 
Hulk, it was dry and cold. He was swe: 
ing from lugging two suitcases down the 
dark lane. The rest of hi 
longings stood waiting for 


worldly be- 
n in a pack- 


ing сазе on the grass grown platform. For 
an hour, he sat in his carriage by candle. 
light, in his blue chesterfield, supping 


blissfully on the wavelets scraping the 
shingle every 20 seconds and on certain 
mysterious noises from the wildlife on 
the marshes. A snipe? A grebe? A masked 
badger? 

He tose at last, made himself another 
supper of fried salty bacon and two 
fried eggs. unwrapped his country bread 
and butter and boiled himself a brew of 
tea so strong that his spoon could almost 
have stood up in it. When he had 
washed his ware and made his bed, 
he went out onto his platform to find the 
sky riveted with stars. Far out to sea, the 
lights of a fishing smack. Beyond them, 
he thought he detected faint bli 
Not, surely, a lighthouse on the Welsh 
cous? Then, up the line, he heard the 
hum of the approaching train. "Two such 
ns, he 1 foreknown, would roar 
past Cobbler's Hulk every 24 hours. Its 
head lamps grew Inger 
and then, with a roar, i 
dows went flickering past him. He could 
see only half a dozen passengers in it. 
When it died away down the line, he 
addressed the stars. 

"'O Spirits, merciful and good! I 
know that our inheritance is held in 
store for us by Time. I know there is a 
sea of Time to rise one day, before 
which all who wrong us or oppress us 
will be swept away like leaves. І see it, 
on the flow! 1 know that we must trust 

nd hope, and neither doubt ourselves 
nor doubt the good in one another. . . . 
© Spirits, merciful and good, 1 am 
grateful 
hat's rather fine. Where did you 
get that?” 

“Dickens. The Chimes. Y say that 
prayer every night after supper and a last 
stroll up the lane; 

“Say it for me again. 

‘As he repeated those splendi 


radical 


190 words, he looked about as wild as a 


grasshopper. “Thinner than Tithonus be- 
fore he faded into air.” 

Had he really felt oppressed? Or 
wronged? Could it be that, during his 
three years of solitude, he had been 
thinking that this world would be a 
much nicer place if people did not go 
around shouting at one another or de- 
Б to other people that time is 
2 Or wondering why Mother 
should have had to suffer shame and 
pain for years, while dreadful old wom- 
en like Killeather went on scrounging, 
wheedling, bloodsucking, eating and 
drinking their way around u weled 
world of which all he had ever seen was 
that dubious wink across the night sea? 
He may have meant that in his 
youth, he had dreamed of marriage, He 
may have meant nothing at all. 

He leaned forward. 
you sure you won't. another 
cup of tea? Now that I can have after- 
ny day I like, I can make a 
ridiculous confession to you. For fifty 
years, I used to see Mr. Bob or Mr. 
James walk across Grafton Street every 
day at four-thirty precisely to have after- 
noon tea in Mitchell's Café. And I can- 
not tell you how bitterly I used to envy 
them. Wasn't that silly of me? 
‘But, surely, one of the girls on the 
staff could have brewed you all а cup of 
tea in the office?” 

He stared at me. 

“But that’s not the same thing as 
afternoon tea in Mitchell's! White table- 
cloths? Carpets? Silverware? Waitresses in 
blue and white?” 

We looked at cach other silently. I 
looked at my watch and said that I must 
get going. 

He laughed happily: 

“The day I came here, do you know 
what I did with my watch? I pawned it 
for the sum of two pounds. I have never 
retrieved it. And I never will. I live by 
the sun and the stars.” 

You are never lonely?” 

“J am used to living alone.” 

“You sleep well?” 

“Like a dog. And dream like one. 
Mostly of the old Villa Rose, And my 
poor, dear momma. How could 1 be 
lonely? I have my beautiful memories, 
my happy drea nd my good fri 

“1 envy you profoundly,” I said. 

On which pleasant litde coda we part- 
ed. But is it possible never to be lonely? 
Do beautiful memories encourage us to 
withdraw from the world? Not even 
youth can live on dic: 

He had, however, one friend. 


ms. 


One Saturda in September, 
on returning from the wayside shop on 
the carriage road, he was arrested by a 
freshly painted sign on a gate about 200 
yards from the railway tack. It said 
FRESH ECCS For sALE. He knew that there 
was not a house nor а human being in 


sight. Who on earth would want to walk 
a mile down this tunncled lane to buy 
eggs? Behind the wooden gate, there 
was a grassy track, leading, he now pre- 
sumed, to some distant cottage invisible 
from the lane. He entered the field and 
wis surprised to sce, behind the high 
hedge, an open shed sheltering a red 
van bearing, in large white leuers: 


Alter a winding quarter of a mile, he 
came on a small, sunken, freshly white- 
washed cottage and knocked. The door 
was opened by a woman of about 35 or 
40, midway between plain and good- 
looking, red-checked, buxom, blue-eyed, 
cagerly welcoming. She spoke with a 
slight English accent that at once re- 
minded him of his mother's voice. Yesl 
She had lovely fresh eggs. How many 
did he want? A dozen? With pleasurel 
Behind her, а dark, handsome, heavily 
built man, of about the same age, rose 
from his chair beside the open unl fire 
of the kitchen a silently offered 
seat while "Mar getting the eggs. 

Mr. Bodkin expected to stay three 
minutes. He stayed an hour. They were 
the Condors: Mary, her brother Colm— 
the dink, silent man—and their bedrid- 
den mother lying in the room off the 
kitchen, her door always open, so that 
she could not only converse through it 
but hear all the comforting little noises 
and movements of her familiar kitchen. 


‘Their father, a herdsn had died 
three months before. Ma had come 
back from service in London to look 


after her mother, and poor Colm (he 
adjective) had come home with her to 
support them both. He had just got a 
job as a roundsman for a bakery in 
Wicklow, driving all day around the 
countryside in the red v 

Mr. Bodkin felt so much at ease with 
Mary Condor that he was soon calling 
оп her every evening after supper, to sit 
by the old woman's bed, to gossip or to 
read her the days news from his Irish 
Times or to give her a quiet game 
of draughts. That Christmas Day, оп 
Mary's insistence, he joined them for 
supper. He brought a box of chocolates 
for Mary and her mother, 100 ciga- 
rettes for Colm and a bottle of grocer's 
sherry for them all. He recited one of 
his favorite party pieces from Dicke 
Colm so far unbent as to tell him about 
the biuer Christmas he had spent in 
Italy with the Eighth Army near a place 
called Castel di Sangro. Mary talked 
with big eyes of the awful traffic of 
London. The old woman, made tipsy by 
the sherry, shouted from her room 
the wicked sea crossing her husband had 
made during “the other war,” in Decem- 
ber of 1915, with a herd of caule for the 
port of Liverpool. 

“All waveled people!” Mr. Bodkin 


bout 


“Sorry, doctor; house calls 
are out of the question al the moment, but 
any time you care to drop by. 
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laughed, and was delighted when Mary 
said that, thanks be to God, their travel- 
ing days were done. 

As he walked away from their fare- 
wells, the channel of light from their 
open door showed that the grass was 
laced with snow, It clung to the edges of 
his carriage windows as he lay in bed. It 
ged the wavelets. He could imagine 
it falling and melting into the sea, As he 
clutched the blue hot-water bottle that 
Mary had given him for a Christmas 
present, he realized that she was the only 
woman friend he had made in his whole 
life. He felt so choked with gratitude 
that he fell asleep without thanking his 
spirits, the merciful and the good, for 
their latest. gift. 

What follows is four fifths inference 
and one fifth imagination: both, as the. 
event showed, essentially true. 

On the Monday of the last week in 
July, on returning from the roadside 
shop with a net bag containing The 
drish Times, tea, onions and a bar of 
yellow soap, Mr. Bodkin was startled to 
see a white Jaguar parked beside the 
level crossing. It what they would 
have called in the travel agency a. posh 
car. It bore three plaques, а св, a ср and 
a blue-and-white silver Rac. Great Brit 
ain. Corps Diplomatique. Royal Auto- 
mobile Club. He walked onto his 
platform to scan the beach for its owner, 
He found her seated on his bench, in 
a miniskirt, knees crossed, wearing a 
loose suede jacket, smoking a cigarette 
from a long ivory holder, glaring at the 


gray sea, tiny, blonde (or was she 
bleached?), exquisitely made up, still 
handsome. Her tide on the turn. Say, 
50? He approached her as guardedly as 
if she were a rabbit. A woven gold 
bangle hung heavily from the corrugat- 
ed white glove on her wrist, Or was it 
her bare wrist? Say, 552 Her cigarette 
was scented. 

“Fog coming up," he murmured po- 
litely when he came abreast of her and 
gave her his litle bobbing bow. "I do 
hope you are not waiting for a tra 

She slowly raised her tinted eyelids 

a ng for you. Mr. Bodki 
she smiled. (One of the sharp ones?) 

Her teeth were the tiniest and whitest 
he had ever seen. She could have worn 
them around her neck. Last month, he 
saw a field mouse with teeth as tiny as 
hers, bared in death. 

Won't you sit down? I know all 
about you from Molly Condor." 

“What a splendid woman she is!" he 
said and warily sat beside her, placing 
his net bag on the bench beside her 
scarlet beach bag. He touched it. "You 
have been swimming?" 
swim," she laughed, “like a stone, 
While I waited for you, I was sun-bath 
ing.” She smiled for him. “In the nud 

Hastily, he said, “Your car is corps 
diplomatique!” 

"It is my husband's car. Sir Hilary 
Dobson. I stole itl" She gurgled what 
ruder chaps in the agency used to call 
the Gorgon Gurgle. "You mustn't take 
me seriously, Mr. Bodkin. I'm Scottish. 
Hilary says 1 am fey. He is in the F. O, 


“For God's sake, Gilda—I've got a railroad to run!” 


He's gone off on some hush-hush busi- 
ness to Athens for a fortmight, so 1 
borrowed the Jag. Now, if it had been 
Turkey! But perhaps you dont like 
Turkey, either? Or do you? Athens is 
such a crumby dump, don't you agree 
have never traveled, Lady Dobson, 
But Molly says you once owned a 
vel agency!" 

“She cxaggerates my abilities. I was a 
humble clerk. 

"Eoh?" Her tone changed, her voice 
became br "Look, Bodkin, 1 wanted 
to ask you something very important. 
How well do you know Molly Condor?” 

He increased his politeness. 

“I have had the great pleasure of 
knowing Miss Mary Condor since last 
September.” 

"| have known her се she was 
twenty-two. I trained her. She was in my 
service for twelve years. But I have never 
looked at Molly as just a lady's maid. 
Molly is my best friend in the whole 
world. She is a great loss to me. OF 
course, as we grow older, the fewer, and 
the more precious, our friends become. 

He considered the name, Molly. He 
felt it was patronizing. He had never 
lost a friend—never, before Mary, hav- 
ing had one to lose. He said as much. 

"Too bad! Well! I want Molly to 
come back to из. My nerves have not 
been the same since she left.” 

He looked silently out to sca. He was 
aware that she was slowly turning her 
head to look at him. Like a field mouse? 
He felt a creeping sensation of fear. Her 
nerves seemed all right to bim. He 
watched her eject her cigarette, produce 
another from a silver сазе, insert it, light 
it smartly with a gold lighter and. blow 
out a narrow jet of smok 

“And then there is her brother. Con- 
dor was our chauffeur for five years. It 
would be simply wonderful if they both 
came back to us! 1 know poor old 
Hilary is as lost without his Condor as 1 
am without my Molly. It would be a 
great act of kindness if you could say a 
word in our favor in that quarter, Hil- 
ary would appreciate it no end. Oh, 1 
know, of course, about the mother. But 
that old girl can't need the two of them, 
can she? Besides, when 1 saw her this 
morning, I had the fecling she won't last 
Arth bronchitis? And 
this climate? I had an okl aunt just like 
her in Bexhillon-Sea. One day, she was 
in splendid health. The next day, her 
tubes were wheezing like bagpipes. For 
six months, I watched her, fading like a 
sunset. In the seventh month. . 

As she wheedled on and on, her voice 


And 


reminded him of а spoon inside a sauce- 
pan. He listened to her coldly, with his 
eyes, rather than his cars, as for so many 
years he used to listen to old ladies who 
did not know where exactly they wanted 
to go nor what they wanted to do, alert 


only to their shifting lids, their mousy 
fingers, their bewildered shoulders, their 
jerking lips. Crepe on her neck. French 
Cigarettes. Sunbathing nude. Bodkin. 
Condor. Molly. “Poor old Hilary.” What 
did this old girl really want? Coming all 
this way for a lady's maid? My foot! 
“And, you know, Bodkin, Molly has a 
great regard for you. She thinks you are 
the most marvelous thing she ever met. I 
can sec why.” She laid her hand on his 
sleeve. “You have a kind heart. You will 
help me, if you can, won't you?" She 
jumped up. "That is all J wanted to say. 
Now you must show me your wonderful 
wagon-lit. Molly says it is absolutely 


“1 shall be delighted, Lady Dobson," 
he said and, unwillingly, led her to it. 

When she saw the brass plate of THE 
VILLA Rose, she guflawed and hastened 
to admire everything else. Her eyes trot- 
ted all over his possessions two 
hunting mice. She gushed over his “clev- 
er litle arrangements.” She lifted pot- 
lids, felt the springiness of the bed, 
penetrated to his water closet, which she 
flushed, greatly to his annoyance because 
he never used it except when the marsh- 
es were very wet or very cold, and then 
he had to refill the cistern with a bucket 
every Gime he flushed it. 

“I find it all most amusing, Bodki 
she assured him as she powdered her 
face before his shaving mirror. “If you 
were а young man, it would make a 
wonderful weekend love nest, wouldn't 
i? 1 must fly. Its nearly lunchtime. And 
you want to make whatever it is you 
propose to make with your soap, tea and 
onions. Won't you see me to my саг? 
And do say а word for me to Molly! If 
you ever want to find me, I'm sta 
the іше old hotel down the road. For a 
week.” She laughed naughtily. ng 
siege! Do drop in there any afternoon 
at six o'clock for an aperitif,” and she 
showed half her white thigh as she 
looped into her car, started the е 
meshed the gears, beamed at him 
all her teeth, cried, “4 bientôt, Bodkin,” 
and shot recklessly up the lane, defoliat- 
ing the hedges into a wake of leaves like 
a speedboat. 

Watching her cloud of dust, he re- 
membered something. A chap in the 
office showing him a postcard of Mona 
Lisa. “Ever seen her before? Not halft 
And never one of them under fifty- 
fivel” Indeed! And indeed! "I am 
afraid, Lady Dobson, we must make up 
our minds. A cool fortnight in Brittany? 
Or five lovely hot days in Monte Carlo? 
Of comse, you might win a pot of 
money in Monte Caro. . . ." How 
greedily their alligator eyelids used to 
blink at that one! He returned. slowly 
to his wagon-lit, slammed down the win- 
dows to ler out the smell of her ciga- 
тепе, washed the dust of yellow powder 
from his washbasin, refilled his cistern 


and sat for an hour on the edge of 
bed, pondering. By nightfall, he was so 
bewildered that he had to call on Mary. 

She was alone. The old lady was 
asleep in her room. They sat on either 

whispering 
about the hens, the up train that had 
been three minutes late, the down in 
last night that was right on the dot, the 
at morning, both of them at their 
1 he spoke about 
tor. When he finished, she glanced 
at the open door of the bedroom. 

“I must say, she was always very gen- 
us to me. Sir Hilary was very kind. 
He went hard on me to stay. He said, 
"You are good for her.’ She had her 
moods and tenses, I felt awfully sorry 
for him. He spoiled hei 

“Well, of course, Mary, those tided 
people" Mr. Bodkin fished cunningly 
and was filled with admiration for her 
when she 


real gentlem 


“They are married a long time?” 


"Fifteen years. She is his second wife, 
She nursed his first wife. But I had to 
come back, Mr. Bodkin!” 

"You did quite right. And your 
brother did the right thing, too. I mean, 
two women a remote cottage. Your 
brother is never lonely?” 

She covered her face with her hands 
and he knew that she was crying into 
them. 

“He is dying of the lonesome.” 

From the room, the old woman sud 
denly hammered the floor with her stick. 
э he back?" she called out frecfully. 

у went to the bedroom door and 
st the jamb, It was like 
phone call. 
‘It’s Mr. Bodkin. . . , He went up to 
the shop for cigarettes. .. . I suppose he 
forgot them. . .. About an hour ago. 
++. He may be gone for a stroll. It's 
such a fine night. . . . Och, he must be 
sick of that old van. . . .” She turned 
her head. “Was the van in the shed, Mr. 
Bodkin?” He shook his head. "He took 
. <. . For God's sake, Mother, 


"Remember how we used to say nothing would 


ever come between us. . . . 
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stop worrying and go to sleep. He may- 
be took the notion to drive over to 
Ashford for a drink and a chat. It’s dull 
for him here. . . . ГИ give you а game 
aughis." 

Bodkin left her. 

А nurse? Jt was dark in the lane, but 
above the tunnel of the hedges, there 
was still a flavor of salvaged daylight. 
He started to walk toward the road, 
hoping to meet Condor on his way back. 
The air was heavy with heliowope and 
meadowsweet. A rustle in the ditch be- 
side him. Far away, a horse whinnied. 
He must be turned 40 by now. Behind 
him, Africa, Italy, London. Before him, 
nothing but the roads and fields of hi 
boyhood. Every night, that solitary cot- 
tage. The swell of the night express 
made him look back until its last lights 
had flickered past the end of the lane 
and its humming died down the line. 

But I have lived. An old man, now, 
twice a child. 

By the last of the afterlight above the 
trees of the carriage road, he saw the red 
nose of the van protruding from the 
half-moon entrance to the abandoned 
manor house. He walked to it, pecred 
into its empty cabin, heard a pigeon 
throating from a clump of wees behind 
the chained gates. He walked past it io 
the shop. It was closed and dark. He 
guessed at a lighted window at the rear 
of it, shining out over the stumps of de- 
capitated cabbages. Condor was proba- 
bly in there, gossiping. He was about to 
turn back when he saw, about 100 yards 


farther on, the red taillights of a parked 
car. Any other night, he might have 
given it no more than an incurious 
glance. The darkness, rhe silence, the 
turmoil of his thoughts finally drew him 
warily toward it along the grassy verge. 
Within 15 yards of it, he recognized the 
white Jaguar, saw the rear door open, 
the inner light fall on the two figures 
dambering out of it. Standing on the 
road, they embraced in a seething kiss. 
When he released her, she got into the 
driver's seat, the two doors banged and 
everything was silent and dark again. 
She started her engine, floodlit the road 
and drove swiftly away around the 
curve. Crushed back into the hedge, he 
heard Condor's footsteps approach, pass 
and recede, In a few moments, the van's 
door banged tinnily, its head lamps 
flowered, whirled into the maw of the 
lane, waddled drunkenly behind the 
hedges, down toward the sea. 

Before he fell asleep that night, Mr 
Bodkin heard a thousind wavelets 
scrape the shingle, as. during his long 
life, other countless waves had scraped 
elsewhere unheard—sounds, moments, 
places, people to whose lives he had 
never given a thought. The Irish Times 
rarely recorded such storms of passion 
and, when it did, they broke and died 
far away, like the fables that Shake- 
speare concocted for his entertainment 
in the theater. But he knew the Con- 
dors, This adulterous woman could shat 
ter their lives as surely as he knew, when 
he opened his eyes to the sea sun shim- 


“Too bad your husband's out of town for the holiday 
weekend, He's missing all the fireworks!” 


mering on his ceiling, she had already 
shattered his. 

It was his custom, on such 
mornings, to rise, strip off his pajamas, 
pull on a bathing slip and walk across 
the track his slippers, his towel 
around his neck, down to the edge of 
the sea for what he called a dip: w 
meant that since he, too, swam lil 
stone, he would advance into the sea up 
to his knees, sprinkle his shoulders, and 
then, burring happily at the cold sting 
of it, race back to the prickly gravel to 
towel his shivering bones. He did it this 
morning with the eyes of a saint wak- 
ened from dreams of sin. 

On Tuesday night, he snooped vir- 
tuously up the lane and along the car- 
riage road. The red van was mot in its 
shed. But neither was it on the road. 
Lascivious imaginings kept him awake 
for hours. He longed for the thunder- 
bolt of God. 

On Wednesday night, it was, at 
the same story; but on arriving back at 
the foot of the lane, there were the empty 
van and the empty Jaguar before him. 
flank to flank at the level crossing. He 
retired at once to his bench. peering up 
and down the beach, listening for the 
sound of their crunching feet, dete 
ed to wait for them all night, if 
necessary. Somewhere, that woman was 
lying locked in his arms. The bared 
h. The wrinkled arms. The crepey 


summer 


had waned around mine 
o'clock, but it was still bright enough 
for him to have seen shadows against the 
glister of the water, if there had been 
shadows to sce, He saw nothing. He 
heard nothing but the waves. It must 
have been nearly two hours later when 
he heard their cars starting. By the 
time he had flitted down to the end of 
the platform, her lights were already roll- 
ing up the lane and his were turning in 
through his gateway. Mr. Bodkin was at 
the gate barely in time to sce his ош- 
line dark against the bars of the western 
sky. As he looked at the yan, empty 
in its shed, it occurred to him that 
this was one way in which he could 
flighten him—a warning message left on 
the scat of the van. But it was also a 
way in which they could communi 
with cach other. Her message for him. 
His answer left early in the morning at 
her hotel 

On "Thursday night, the van lay in 
is shed. But where was Condor? He 
walked up the grass track to the cottage 
and laid his ear to the door. He heard 
Mary's voice, his angry voice, the moth- 
c's shouting. He breathed happily and 
returned to his bed. 

On Friday morning, the Jaguar stood 
outside Marys wooden gate. Laying 
siege? That night, the scarlet van again 
lay idle in its pen. Wearied by so much 
walking and watching, he fell asleep 
supper. He was awakened 


over h 


around II o'dock by the sound of a car 
Scrambling to his door, he was in time 
to sce her wheeling lights hit the sky. 
He went up the lane to the van, looked 
around, heard nothing, shone his torch 
into the cabin and saw the blue enve 
lope lying on the scat. He ripped it 
open and read it by torchlight. “Oh, My 
Darling, lor God's sake, where are you? 
Last might and tonight, I waited and 
waited. What has happened? You prom- 
ised! I have only one more night. You 
are coming back with me, t you? If 
I do not see you tomorrow night, 1 will 
throw myself into the sea. I adore you. 
Conni Mr. Bodkin took the letter 
down to the sca, tore it into tiny pieces 
and, with his arms wide, scattered them 
over the receding waves. 

That Saturday afternoon, on return- 
ing from the shop with his weekend 
purchases in his net bag, there was the 
Jaguar beside the level crossing, mud- 
spattered and dusty, its white flanks 
scarred by the whipping bramble 
Rounding the comer of the waiting 
room, he saw her on his bench, smokin; 
t the sparkling sca. She barely 
lifted her eyes to him. She looked every 
year of 60. He bowed and sat on the 
bench. She smelled of whiskey. 

What an exquisite afternoon we are 
ing. Lady Dobson. I rest my 
poor bones for a moment? That lane of 
mine gets longer day. 
Has everything been well w 
Quite well. Bodkin, thank you. 

“And, if I may ask. I should be inter 
ested to know, you have, I rust, made 
some progress in your quest?" 

“L could hardly expect to with that 
old woman around everybody's neck. I 
have laid the seeds of the idea. Molly 
now knows that she will always be wel- 
come in my house. 

"Wait and see? My favorite motto. 
Never say die. Colors nailed to the mast 
No surrender. It means, I hope, that you 
are not going to leave us soon.” 

“I leave tonight.” 

“I do hope the hotel has not been un- 
comfortable 

"It is entirely comfortable. It is full of 
spinsters. They give me the creeps.” 

He beamed at the sea and waited. 

“Bodkin! There is one person I have 
not yet seen. For Hilary's sake, L ought to 
have a word with Condor. Have you 
seen him around?” 

Her voice had begun to crumble. Eyes 
like grease under hot water. Cigarette 
wembling. 


ha 


We both played draughts with his 
er. He seemed his usual cheerful self. 
She ejected her cigareue and ground 
it into the dust under her foot. 
“Bodkin! Will you. for Christ's sake, 
tell me what do young people do with 
s in Godforsaken places like 
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this? That lane must be pitch-dark by 
four o'clock in the winter!” 

He looked at his toes, drew his hand- 
kerchief from his breast pocket and 
flicked away their dust. 

“1 am afraid, Lady Dobson, I no long- 
er meet any young people. And, after 
all, Condor is not a young man. I sup- 
pose you could call him a middle-aged 
man. Or would you?” 

She hooted hoarsely. 

“And what does that leave me? An 
old hag?” 

“Or me? As the Good Book 
days of our years are threescore у 
ten; and if by reason of surengú the 
fourscore years, yet is their strength labor 
1 sorrow; for it is soon cut off. and we 
fly away 

She spat i 

“You ma 

From under her blue eyelids, she 
looked at the clouds crimped along the 
fe of the horizon. He remembered 
Mary's twisted face when she said, “He 
is dying of the lonesome.” She turned 
and faced him. Harp strings under her 
chin. Hands mottled. The creature was 
as old as sin. 

"Do you happen to know, Bodkin, if 
Gondor has a girl in these parts? It 
concerns me, of course, only insofar as, 
if he has, I need not ask him to come 


back to us. Has he?” 
Mr. 


Bodkin the sea if 


which to. 


carched 
small boat 


“I believe he has.” he said firmly. 
“Believe? Do vou know? Or do you 
not know?" 

“I saw them twice 
I presume that mean 
love. 

“Thank you, Bodkin,” she said bright 
ly. "In that case, Hilary must get another 
chauffeur and I must get another lady's 
maid.” She jumped up. He rose polite 
"I hope you all have a very pleasant wi 
ter.” She stared at him hatefully. “In 
love! Have you ever in your life been in 
love? Do you know what it means to be 
in love?” 

“Life has denied 
Lady Dobson." 

“Do you have such a thing as a drink 
in that black coffin of yours?” 

“Alas! Only tea. I am a poor man, 
Lady Dobson, I read in the paper re 
Пу that whiskey is now as much as 
six shillings a glass.” 

Her closed eyes riveted her to her age 
like a worn face on an old coin. 

“No lov drink. No f 
wife. No children, Happy r 

ng to betray you.” 

She turned and left him. 


the lane, Kissing. 
that they are 


me many thin 


nds. No 
n! Noth- 


The events of that Satur 
Sunday morni 
at the inquest. 

Sergeant Delahunty gave formal evi- 


ү night and 
Б became public property 


dence of the finding of the body on the 
rocks at Greystones. Guard Sinnott cor- 
roborated. Mr. T. J. Bodkin was then 
called. He stated that he was a retired 
bu: n resid n a chalet beside 
the disused station of Cobbler's Hulk. 
He deposed that, as usual, he went to 
bed on the night in question around ten 
o'clock and fell asleep. Being subject to 
arthritis, he slept badly. Around one 
o'clock, something woke him. 


CORONER: What woke you? Did you 
hear a noise? 
wrixess: D am often 
arthritic pains in my legs. 

CORONER: Arc you quite sure it was 
not earlier than one o'clock? The 
reason I ask is because we know 
that the deceased's waich stopped at 


ned by 


the platform to ease his pains 
where he stood, he observed a white car 
parked in the lane. He went toward it. 
He recognized it as the property of Lady 
Constance Dobson, whom he had met 
lier in the week. There was nobody 
in the car. Asked by a juror if he 
seen the lier in the night, before 
he went to bed, the witness said that it 
was never his practice to emerge from 
his chalet after his supper. Asked by 
another juror if he was not surprised to 
find an empty car there at one o'clock at 
night, he said he was but thought that it 
might have run out of petrol and been 
abandoned by Lady Dobson until the 
morning. It did not 
y. He was not a cu 
une. The мї 
returned to his chalet and slept until six 
o'clock, when he rose, rather earlier 
than usual, and went for his u 
ing swim. On the way to the beach, he 
iin examined the car. 


CORONER: It м; 
Yes, sir 
CORONER: Did you look inside the 


wann! 


кө: Yes, sir. T di 
door was unlocked 
I saw а lady's h 
on the front seat and 
suitcase on the г 


the 
opened it. 


leather 
seat. I saw that 
ihe ignition key was in position. 1 


turned it, found the starter and the 
engine responded at once. At that 
stage, I became seriously worried. 
CORONER: What did you do? 
WITNESS: I went for my swim. It was 
too early to do anything else. 


Mr. Bodl further stated that he 
then returned to his chalet, dressed, 
shaved, prepared his breakfast and ate it. 


At seven o'clock, he walked to the house 
of his nearest neighbors, the Condors, 
and aroused them. Mr. Colm Condor 


dor's suggestion, they both drove in Mr. 
Condor's van to report the incident to 
the Guards at Ashford. 


CORONER: We have had the Guards’ 
evidence. And that is all you know 
about the matter? 

WITNESS: Ves, si 

Coroner: You mean, of course, un- 
til the body was found fully 
clothed, on the rocks at Greystones 
is 10 say, yestei 
day morning, when, with Sir Hilary 
Dobson and Miss Mary Condor, you 
helped identify the remains? 
WITNESS: Yes, sir. 

CORONER: Did you have any di 
ficulty in doing so? 

WIINESS: 1 had some difficulty. 
CORONER: But you were satisfied 
that it was the body of Lady Con- 
stance Dobson and no other. 
WITNESS: 1 № sfied. I also recog- 
nized the woven gold bangle she 
had worn the day 1 saw her. The 
teeth were unmistakable, 


Dr. Edward Halpin of the sanatorium 
at Newcastle having given his opinion 
that death was caused by asphyxiation 
through drowning, the jury, in accord- 
nce with the medical evidence, re- 
turned a verdict of suicide while of 
unsound mind. The coroner said it was 
a most distressing case, extended his 
sympathy to Sir Hilary Dobson and said 
no blame attached to anybody. 


Tt was 5 


ptember before I again met 
Mr. Bodkin. A day of infinite whiteness. 
The waves falling heavily. Chilly. It 
would probably be my last swim of the 
year, Seeing him on his bench— 
chesterfield, bowler hat, gray spats, 
rolled umbrella (he would need it from 
now on), his bulging net bag between 
his feet, his head bent to onc side as if 
he were listening lor a train—I again 
wondered at a couple of odd things he 
had said at the inquest; such as his reply 
to a juror that he never emerged from 


his railway carriage after supper; his 
answer to tlie corone he was often 
wakened at night by his arthritis (1 


sleep like a dog,” he had told me. “I 
have nev fe had a day's illness, 
and he had 
it was five 


observed by his w. 
past one in the mort ive by the 
sun and the stars”). Also, he had said 
that from the platform, he had noticed 
the white с; ked at the end of the 
I had parked my Morris a few 
moments before at the end of the lane 
and, as 1 looked back toward it now, it 
was masked by the signal bos. 

He did not invite me to sit down and 
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I did not. We spoke of the sunless day. 
He smiled when I looked at the sky and 
said, “Your watch is clouded over.” I 
sympathized with him over his recent 
painful experience. 
yes!” he agreed. “It was most 
distressing. Even if she was a foolish 
poor soul. Flighty, too. Not quite out of 
the top drawer. That muy have had 
something to do with it. A bit spoiled, 1 
mcan. The sort of woman, as my dear 
mother used to say, who would upset a 
barracks of soldiers.” 

hy on earth do you suppose she 
did it? But I shouldn't ask; I am sure 
you want to forget the whole thing.” 

“It is all over now. The wheel turns. 
All things return to the sea. She was 
crossed in love 

I stared at him. 

“Some man in London?” 

He hesitated, looked at me shiftily, 
slowly shook his head and turned his 
eyes along his shoulder toward the fields. 

“But nothing was said about this at 
the inquest! Did other people know 
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about it? Did the Condors know about 
iu" 

His hands moved on his umbrella 
handle. 

“In quiet plac 
notice a leaf f 


ke this, they would 
E. But where so little 
happens, every sceret becomes a buried 
treasure that nobody mentions, Even 
though every daisy on the dunes knows 
all about it. This very morning, when 1 
called on Mary Condor, a hen passed 
her door. She said, “That hen is laying 
out. Its fect are clean. It has been 
walking through gr They know 
everything. I sometimes think,” he sid 
pecvishly, “that they know what I ate for 
breakfast.” 

(Was he becoming disillusioned about 
his quiet beach?) 
you know about it? Or are 


He shuffled for the sec- 
ond time. His shoulders straightened. 
He almost preencd himself. 

“I have my own powers of observa- 
tion! 1 сап keep my eyes open, too, 
you know! Sometimes 1 see things no- 
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“If we get out of this alive, Гт 
quitting the space program!” 


body else sees. I can show you something 
nobody else has ever scen.” 

Watching me watch him, he slowly 
drew out his pocketbook and Jet it fall 
open on a large visiting card. 1 stooped 
forward to read the папе. LADY CON- 
STANCE posson. His little finger turned 
it onto its back. There, scrawled ap- 
parently in red lipstick, was the word 
Judas. When I looked at him, he was 
ng triumphantly. 

“Where on carth did you find it?” 

“That morning at six o'clock, it was 
daylight. 1 saw it stuck inside the wind- 
screen wipers”—he hesitated for the last 
time—"of the Ja 

My mind became as tumbled as a 
jigsaw. He was lying. How many other 


was it 
jigsaw is God? 

"You did not mention this at the 
inquest.” 

"Should I have? The thought oc- 
curred to me. 1 decided that it would be 
more merciful not to. There were other 
people to think of. Sir Hilary, for one. 
And others.” He replaced his pocket 
book and rose dismissively. “I perceive 
that you are going for a swim. Be carc- 
ful. There are currents. The beach 
shelves rapidly. Three yards out and the 
gravel slides from under your feet. And 
nobody to hear you if you shout for 
help. I had my usual liule dip this 
g- Such calm. Such utter silence. 
ater was very cold.” 

He bobbed and walked away. I walked 
very slowly down 10 the edge of the 
beach. 1 tested the water with my hand. 
He was right. I looked around me. I 
have been marooned on some 
Baltic reef hung between an infinity of 
clouds and a luster of sea gleaming with 
their iceberg reflections. Not a fishing 
smack. Not even a cormorant. Not a 
soul for miles, north and south. No- 
body along the railway track. Or was 
somebody, as he had suggested, always 
watching? 

If he were concealing something, why 
had he admitted that he had come out 
from his railway carriage at all? Why 
did he choose to mention one o'clock in 
moming? Did he know that she had 
died around midnight? Was he alraid 
that somebody besides himself might 
have scen her fights turn down the 
lane? A timid liar, offering a halftruth 
to conceal the whole truth? 

Above the dunes, I could just sce the 
black roof of his railway carriage. I 
measured the distance from where I 
stood and let out a loud “Help!” For 
ten seconds, nothing happened. Then 
his small, dark figure rose furtively be- 
hind the dunes. When he saw me, he 


disappeared. 
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Playboy Brings Keyholders 
a Great Outdoor Fun World 


CHICAGO (Special) — For 
Playboy Club keyholders there's 
a special outdoor world waiting 
—a world of exciting resorts, of 
tropical beaches, of excitement 
and of sports for all seasons. 

At the Jamaica Club-Hotel, 
the fun is nonstop—írom ex- 
cursions to Dunn's River Falls 
for one of the most spectacular 
views in this hemisphere to 
midnight calypso music on the 
beach. For golfers, there’s the 
Upton Country Club; for under- 
sea buffs, there's snorkeling and 
scuba diving. 

And for tl budget-minded, 
there's Swingathon, & complete 
package of vacation pleasure 
with special summer rat 

For those who seek Mid- 
western pleasures, Playboy's 
Club-Hotel at Lake Geneva, 
Wisconsin, offers carefree days 
and exciting nights, plus just 
about the best golfing in the 
American heartland_ 

There's more to Lake Geneva 
than just golf, however. There's 
skeet and trap; and for horse 
lovers, there are bridle paths 
through the rolling Wisconsin 


YOU'LL FIND PLAYBOY 
IN THESE LOCATIONS 
Atlanta - Baltimore - Boston 
Chicago (Club and Playboy 
Towers Hotel) - Cincinnati 
Denver » Detroit + Jamaica 
(Club-Hotel) - Kansas City 
Lake Geneva, Wis. (Club- 

London - Los An- 


Hotel) - 
geles» Miami - Miami Beach 
(Playboy Plaza Hotel)-Mont- 
real + New Orleans « New 
York - Phoenix - St. Louis - 
San Francisco 


Coming—Great Gorge, N.J. 
(Club-Hotel) 


hills, Swimming is a natural 
with indoor and outdoor pools. 
"Then, perhaps, a little tennis 
with Leke Geneva's resident pro 
ready to offer hints that turn a 
booming net shot into an ace. 

Perhaps sophistication in the 
sun is your pleasure—then 
Playboy Plaza in fabled Miami 
Beach awaits. 

Boating, water-skiing, deep- 
sea fishing and underwater div- 
ing are all available at the Plaza, 
as well as golf at the famous 
Country Club of Miami. 

‘And for a Playboy bonus, the 
Plaza offers Splashdown, a com- 
plete package wrapped in a 
low-cost bundle that can be ex- 
tended for the whole summer.” 

If Chicago is your vacation 
goal, make Playboy Towers 
your headquarters. The Towers 
is located in the middle of the 
Near North Side boutique and 
art gallery center and within a 
stone's throw of the Chicago 
Playboy Club. 

Playboy offers keyholders a 
chance to help inaugurate the 
finest new golf courses in the 
East at Great Gorge, New Jer- 
sey. Nestled in the serene beau- 
ty of the northern corner of the 
state, Great Gorge will offer 27 
holes of the most unusual golf- 
ing along the Eastern Seaboard. 

Year round, Great Gorge will 
offer horseback riding, swim- 
ming, hiking and skiing. 

So join the outdoor world of 
Playboy—complete the coupon 
so you can become part of the 
Playboy way of life. 

For details on Playboy 
Plaza's Splashdown or the Ja- 
maica Club-Hotel Swingathon, 
contact your local Club or the 
Reservations Dept., Hotel Sales, 
Playboy Towers, 163 E, Walton 
PL, Chicago, Illinois 606° 


New Home for Chicago's Hutch! 


as 


Arcade-style ground floor plus new Playboy Club is shaping up behind ba 


CHICAGO (Special) —If ever 
there was a ground floor worth 
getting in on, the street level 
of the new Playboy Center in 
Chicago is it. 

And the good news is that 
the most striking and original 
lobby in the Windy City is go- 
ing to open September 15, offer- 
ing unique European charm. 

Arthur J. Miner, Vice Pres- 
ident апа Director of Design 
and Planning of Playboy Clubs 
International, Inc., in charge of 
the project, reports that the new 
free-form lobby will be com 
plete for use and open to the 
public in September, although 
the агеа to be occupied by the 
Chicago Club will still be under 
construction. 

24-Hour Drug Store 

"We'll have а 24-hour drug- 
store, sn open-air, European- 
style Sidewalk Café and a 
collection of kiosk boutiques and 
specialty shops.” Miner said. 

Also scheduled for completion 
during September is the remod- 
eling of the Playboy Towers 
next door, with guest rooms re- 
decorated and restyled to luxu- 
rious Playboy standards. 

Chicagoans have long been 
aware that something was hap- 
pening at 919 North Michigan 
behind the highly original bar- 
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ricade (above), which received 
wide publicity when it was 
erected in January of this year. 

The three-dimensional barri 
cade will remain in place until 
ihe lobby opens on September 
15. In the meantime, keyholders 
can still enjoy the original Chi- 
cago Playboy Club—where the 
drinks remain hearty and din- 
ing a delight. 

Tf you're not а keyholder, you 
can become part of the swing- 
ing world of Playboy by just 
completing the application be- 
low and rushing it our way. For 
keyholders, there's plenty of ex- 
citement ahead. 


New Keyholders Enjoy 
12 Issues of PLAYBOY 
at No Extra Charge 


By applying now, you will 
receive certificates personally 
redeemable at most North 
American Clubs* for 12 con- 
secutive issues of PLAYBOY. 
Certificates must be redeemed 
at Playboy Clubs. The maga- 
zine cannot be mailed. For le- 
gal reasons, these certificates 
cannot be redeemed in the 
California or Michigan Clubs. 


"In Massachusetts, it's Playboy of 
Boston. 
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TAKE THE HIGH ROAD 


annual celebration of the arts held in any 
city in the world. One of these trains is 
the 9930 InterCity Sleeper: there are 
earlier departures, but the 2230 allows 
travelers to linger in London's pubs until 
iround closing time, and it reaches Edin- 
burgh at a respectable hour the next 
morning—in good time to take a taxi 
to one of the city's sedate hotels and en- 
joy a breakfast of smoked haddock with 
1 poached egg on top, a silver rack of 
woast with creamy Scouish butter and 
marmalade, and а pot of tea. 

Aboard the 2230, nourishment is 
scanty: a plate of arrowroot biscuits and 
coffee served in crockery of palegreen 
stoneware. These are distributed by 
the night-train attendants quiet, middle- 
aged men who might, if pressed on the 
topic, have a few words of mournful 
nostalgia for the days when sleepers to 
Scotland were pulled by crimson or 
gree motives that cut through the 
English countryside in great gouts 
of steam and smoke and urgent whistles 
in the night. 

By American standards, the 2230 is a 
more than adequate train, however, and 
is usually punctual to the minute. Inside 
private compartments, a plaque 
ises occupants that hot-water bottle 
are available on demand and that juice 
with breakfast is an optional extra. British 
Rail, the official name of Britain's state- 
owned railroad complex, likes notices. 
There is an unequivocal warning on the 
improper use of the emergency alarm (a 
fine of £25) and in the toilet at the 
of the corridor is posted the celebrated 


nd 


puzzler, GENTLEMEN LIFT THE SEAT, an 
unpunctuated slogan nestling slyly be- 
nween admonition and definition. 


The 2230 creaks gently out of King's 
Cross at precisely 10:30 р.м. and passe 
gers can settle down to read their news- 
papers and ponder the motives of an 
ex-officer whose advertisement in the per- 
sonal columns of The Times announces 
he is willing to perform any decent 
act within the law in exchange for а small 
parce! of folding money. There are quick- 
er ways to reach Scotkind—Americ 
tors can fly directly across the Atlantic 10 
Prestwick International Airport—but_ if 
one travels via London, a fitting preamble 
to Edinburgh, the train scems to add pu 
pose to a journey that is, after all, no 
more than 400 miles. 

Edinburgh "Edinbor- 
ough") is Scotland's proudest city and 
the most elegant of Britain's four capi- 
tals. Dominated by its massive castle, 
from whose walls a cannon roars every 

fternoon to mark the hour of one, the 
city is an evocative mixture of the old 
with the still older. Sir Arthur Conan 
Doyle and Alexander Graham Bell, to 
name only two of the great men who 


(pronounced 


200 have loved this place, would recognize 
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many a local landmark today. Hand- 
some buildings of giay stone grace the 
le streets, quiet squares and crescents 
that mark the center of town; leafy parks 
enhance the spaciousness, and the ridges 
on which Edinburgh stands afford fa 
reaching views in all ditections—down 
into the valleys between them, out ove 
the surrounding farmland and across the 
misty reaches of the Firth of Forth. 
It is а broody, reflective city whose 
ignified а се belies the dra 
Mary, 
Queen of Scots, held court at the Palace 
of Holyroodhousc. Oliver 
d the city for the Engl 
ince Charlie set out from here for the 
Scots’ final and disastrous battle against 
their southern foe. Other luminari 
ciated with the old capital include Daniel 
Defoe, a resident of Fishmarket Close: 
Sir Walter Scott and Robert Louis Ste- 
venson, native sons: J Duchess of 
Gordon, who once recruited an entire 
1egiment by promising to kiss every sol- 
dier; and a host of scholars and poets from 
Dr. Johnson to Robert Burns and Wil- 
liam Wordsworth, as well as the publish- 
crs of the first edition (in 1768) of the 
Encyclopaedia Britannica. There were 
also some notable scoundrels, among 
them the infamous Major Weir, accused 
of wizardry and burned at the stake for 
his sins; and the redoubtable Deacon 
Brodie, pious tradesman by day, burglar 
by night, prolific father of two large lam- 
ilies—ncither of which knew the other 
existed—and, at the end, a victim of the 
gallows that he personally designed and 
8 
ny dour antecedents, Edin- 
burgh may not seem to he the sort of 
that celebrates anything. Yet, every 
summer, th 


world to take part in it. This year, 

runs from August 22 to September 12. 

Actually, during this period, not one but 
Шек the official 


consisis mainly of classical performances 
of the world’s foremost oper 
nics, dance 
Fringe, a collection of groups that pre- 
sent new plays, jazz, folk music, revues, 


recitals and all manner of spontaneous. 
mostly offbeat, productions; and the 
Film Festival, at which an average of 50 


movies were screened cyery weck last 
year. There are also performances that 
belong to none of the three main catego- 
bly, a stirring military tattoo 
that's held five nights a week on the es 
planade of Edinburgh Castle and а be- 
wildering v of art exhibitions at 
galleries and halls throughout the city. 
In short enough music and spectacle to 
numb the mind. 

On а typical day last year, festival- 


es no 


goers could have attended a Beethoven 
recital at П Ам a new play or the 
world premiere of a feature film at 2:30 
RADI а jazz sess t fiv 
Shakespearean production, satirical revue 
ple bill of new plays at 7:30; 
a new ican rock musical at 10:30 
and another assorument of plays. films, 
music and revues starting arou 
night. In between these events (which 
don't take into account any number of 
lastminute offerings), there w: 
nine o'clock with the 
pipes, bands and martial pageantry of 
the British army and other military con- 
th. I it 
was a Monday night, there was also the 
George Hotels Scouish dinner, piped 
ceremonially into the dining room under 
the baton of Pipe Major Hugh Wilson. 
and consisting of haggis, bashed neeps 
and champit tauies. followed by Scotch 
Cold Ashet, with Edinburgh Fog for des- 
sert, Translation: a savory pudding made 
from sheep's heart, lungs and liver: 
mashed turnips and potatoes; a selection 
of cold meats; and a mousselike sweet. 
Some people maintain that Edinburgh 
comes to life only during the three weeks 
of the festival Certainly, the city sheds 
much of its civic dignity at this time, rurn- 
ing a blind eye to the spectacle of nude 
dancers leaping across stages and hall- 
naked students civorting along the stately 
shopping thoroughfare of Princes Street. 
But the pubs still close at the improbable 
stroke of ten and visitors who аге unable 
to develop a thirst until later must 
pair to the bar of their hotel or to one 
of the three special clubs for festi 
lip costs less t 
dollars a week and gives a stranger the 
chance to meet some of the fresh-faced 
young lasses who pour into the city 
from every point of the compass for the 
festivities. The most distinguished ren- 
dezvous is the Festival Club in the As- 
sembly Rooms on George Street, which is 
noted for the excellence of its kitchen 
and is the most popular meeting place 
for festival performers. The Fringe and 
Film dubs, though they may not be as 


поо 


tingents from the. Commonwe: 


sophisticated, are perhaps more adv 
geous for meeting unattached girls, an 
activity that can also be profitably pur 


sued in Edinburgh's hundreds of taverns. 


ly all of the city's pubs can ni 


occasioned by warfare or palace intrigue, 
these cheery establishments have been 
tering to the necds of drinking 


for centuries. Some, such as The Sb 
Heid, trace their ancestry back to the late 
1500s. The heaviest conc 


pubs—including those most popular w 
young patrons—is on and adjacent to 
Rose Street, the Amber Mile, so called 
for the color of the fluid that pours from 
the taps during business hours 
Inexpensive meat pies, sandwiches, 
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salads and other quick snacks are avail- 
able in many Edinburgh pubs; but for 
more substantial appetites, the city’s res- 
taurants provide ample alternatives in the 
form of juicy Scottish beefsteaks, fresh 
salmon, trout, game, succulent pies of 
chicken and ham, and seafood of every 
variety, as well as a selection of Conti- 
nental cuisines. For a taste of the past, 
festivalgoers can drive out of the city to 
the 13th Century Dalhousie Castle for a 
Jacobean banquet complete with flagons 
ol mead and medieval entertainments. 

But after about a week of chasing 
around from opera to rock musical and 
from movie premiere to jazz concert, with 
time off for shopping, pub crawling and 
all the other pursuits Edinburgh offers, 
most visitors get the feeli that life in 
Auld Reckic—the ancient nickname de- 
rives from the city's sooty aír—is becom- 
ing a bit strenuous. When this mood sets 
in, it’s time to start thinking about Scot- 
ctions—and none could 
be more soothing than the western High- 
lands and, beyond their shores, the 
hundreds of lonely islands on which the 
only music is the sound of sea birds, 
the only spectacle that of rocky beaches, 
gaunt castles and windswept moors. To 
reach this haunting, haunted land, on 
can fly from Edinburgh to Glasgow and 
then proceed by rented car, or else drive 
the 45 miles from the capital 

The road journey from Edinburgh 
through Glasgow to the inland borders 
of the western Highlands takes about 
three hours. Once the suburbs of Glas- 
gow are shaken off, the countryside opens 
abruptly and dramatically. Before long. 
the first glimpse of Loch Lomond and 
the islets that stud its lower reaches 
come into view: here, the highway forks 
—nonheast through Drymen and Aber- 
foyle to the wooded delile of the Tro: 
sachs or northwest along Loch Lomond, 
hugging the west bank all the way to 
the junction at Tarbet, where the road 
branches again, to the west through the 
hills of Glen Croe until it reaches 
the Rest-and-Be-Thanklul Pass. Here the 
landscape, losing all trace of its man-made 
look, turns wild and desolarely beautiful, 
A singlelane track leads off the pass 
to Loch Goil and the sparkling village 
of Lochgoilhead, where an overnight 
stop can be made at Drimsynie House 
or another local inn. A few years ago. 
it was pleasant to spend several days 
in this quiet little village: but recently, а 
local entrepreneur has built a hideous 
collection of identical chalets and a uail- 
er park on the banks of the loch, so that 
the pristine charm of the locale has been 
tarnished; still, the qualities of light and 
color that lend such mystery to this part 
of the world are unchanged. 

The steep hills of Hell's Glen, near 
Strachur, are often wrapped in a swirling 
mist of rain while the open grasslands on 


land's other attr 


the other side swelter in the sun, Drive 
another mile to the top of the pass and 
you're likely to find the long basin that 
holds Loch Fyne filled with a blanket of 
cloud. like suds on beer. Beneath this 
layer, the foothills and forest are gray- 
green shadows enveloped in an opaque 
shroud of white, and the weak rays of sun 
that pierce it give a ghostly tinge to inn 
signs and the roofs of old cottages. In late 
August, when the sun is occasionally in 
full view, the colors in the hills change 
again, throwing into sharp relief a dark 
stand of Sitka spruce or a velvety glen 
carpeted with green fern. The long g 
sways in the wind, revealing patches of 
purple heather and dover or the course 
of a glittering, icy stream that tumbles 
down the hillside on its way to the loch, 
Late summer is also the time of the 
biggest Highland gatherings, the festive 
celebrations of Scotland's clans, One 
of the most popular in the west is 
the Cowal Gathering in the town of 
Dunoon, held on the last Friday and 
Saturday of August. Spectators and pi 
ticipants converge on the town from all 
over the globe, and everyone appoints 
himself an honorary Scot. Small boys 
gaze in awe at the Highland giants in 
their regalia of kilts, sporrans and black- 
feather bonnets, and at the Samsons who 
compete in the muscle events—throwing 
the long-handled hammer, putting tl 
shot and hurling the caber, а shorn tree 
trunk measuring some 21 fect and weigh- 
ing up to 285 pounds. Until a few years 
ago, there was also a tug o' war between 
a team of Scots and а contingent of 
brawny Аше ilors stationed at the 
Holy Loch nuclcar-submi sc. The 
visitors never won any of the contests, 
but nobody would have dreamed of at- 
tributing this to lick of strength. I the 
question is raised these days, the Scots 
explain that strength is not everythi 
in the tug o war and that even if the 
American lads did get up at dawn to 
practice every morning for six months be- 
fore the great day, and even if they did 
feed on a special diet of steak, and even 
if they were all great strapping fellows 
handpicked from the ranks of America's 
strongest athletes in uniform—well, even 
so, you have to have the knack for the 
tug o war, because, without it, you lose. 
And that’s what happened to those Ameri- 
сап lads; they never got the knack. 
Yet there ave always lots of Am 
uniformed and civilian, at the Cowal 
Gathering. They cheer the American- 
Scottish pipers and dancers and, along 
with everyone else, join the rush for 
beefsteak pics in the luncheon tent. 
And they help soak up the never-ending 
golden river of whisky that pours from 
the bottles of Mackinlay's and Whyte & 
Mackay's that are set up in the bar tent. 
A sailor takes a bet that he can touch the 
top of the tall center pole in the tent: 
he does so, effortlessly, and a trio of 
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WHERE TO STAY 


Festivol time in Edinburgh (August 22— 
September 12) is the liveliest season af the 
year, but i's also the most crowded. If 
you're planning to stay in a top hotel, 
make reservations well in advance. How- 
ever, even if you arrive with no place to 
stoy, there are hundreds of small, very 
comfortable hotels and boordinghouses. 
Simply contact a travel agent or Edin- 
burgh's Public Relations Department for а 
Register of Accommodation. 


Caledonian Hotel: Grand and gracious 
veteran in shadow af Edinburgh Castle; 
deluxe comfart, hospitable service ond 
home of the epicurean Pompadour Room. 


Corlton Hotel: Huge old-style hotel with 
all the conveniences; excellent restaurant 
plus good bar serving hat and cold hors 
d'oeuvres os well as drinks. 


Esso Motor Hotel: Handsome newcomer 
with ultramadern, attractively furnished 
suites; residential location. 


Forth Bridge Motel: New and efficient, 
with pleasant decor; bleak Sauth Queens- 
ferry setting, but convenient for travelers 
heading north from Edinburgh. 


George Hotel: Elegant and old-fashioned, 
most rooms refurbished; close to dawntown 
stores. 


Howes Inn: 300 years of service ta way- 
faring strangers, among them Sir Walter 
Scott ond Robert Louis Stevenson, wha 
modeled the inn of Kidnapped after i 
excellent food; South Queensferry address, 
short drive from city center. 


Mount Royal Hotel: Top-front raoms of 
this busy central hotel afford magnificent 
views of the castle and of Princes Street 
Gardens. 


North British Hotel: Spacious, impressive 
old-timer housing eminent Grill Room; 
convenient city location. 


Roxburghe Hotel: Distinguished accommo- 
dations on Charlotte Square; exceptional 
food and service. 


Scotic Hotel: Five Georgian terrace 
houses in Edinburgh ‚were converted into 
this fine hotel situated in quiet surroundings 
on Great King Street; recently modernized 
with due regard for tradition; the monage- 
ment goes all out to see that guests are 
pleased with service, food and comfart. 
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admiring Scots insists on treating him to a 
dram or two while a piper who has 
slipped into the tent for a quick refresh- 
er plays а brisk reel to honor the feat. 

The grounds are a mass of brilliant 
plumage—the doaks and kilts of every 
dan that ever trod the heather. There 
are thousands of pipers and dancers, 
long-legged girls with neat white bodices 
md kilts, splendid pipe majors in bear- 
skins and тапап trews (trousers), and 
silent old men from the hills who wear 
led tartans and stand in the back- 
ground, aglow with the music and Haig 
Gold Label. The sight and the sound 
stir the heart of everyone, Scottish or not: 
there are cheers for the winners and 
bigger cheers for the losers; and when it’s 
all over on Saturday evening, the pipers 
gather on the big field to perform the 
last tattoo of the gathering before seating 
out in procession for a triumphal parade 
through town, The whole crowd—pipers, 
spectators, dancers, sailors and visitors— 
s the streets and then disperses into 
the bars and taverns of Dunoon for an 
ng of rousing song and reminiscence, 
all of which takes on a more and more 
exuberant tone as the magic hour of ten 
approaches and the shore patrol rolls 
into town, looking for disable-bodicd sea- 
men. Its all a bit like the celebrations 
held at the end of World War Two. 
Braemar, the Royal Gathering, is no 
doubt more refined, but the one at Dun- 
1 has someth: extra, not the least 
because of its international flavor. 

Once the weekend is over, life in Dun- 
oon returns to normal and the modest 
little town resumes its role as а sea 
resort for families, with little of interest 
to detain other visitors. From her 
an move north, beyond the m 
picturesque town of Inveraray, to the 
m and stately ruins of Kilchum Cas 
de, a 15th Century fortress that looms on 
spit of Jand projecting into the black 
waters of well-named Loch Awe. 
the castle, che road turns north ag; 
cross the bleakness of Rannoch Moor. 
"This is the route to the Pass of Glen Coe, 
the scene of the bloody ambush and 
slaughter of the MacDonalds by the 
Campbells in 1692, commemorated today 
by a simple sign on the banks of the 
River Coe and a notice in Rory Ma 
Donald's Clachaig Iun: No CAMPBELLS 
ALLoweD. The Clachaig is а snug hostel 
ту with electricity supplicd by a gener 
tor that goes off when everybody's i 
bed. After. the 


motor 


before the natural sounds of the glen 
reassert, themselves—the rush 
of the Coe and the moan of the wind in 
the trees. It's an idyllic spot in which to 
be tucked under а in of blankets 


and roar 


mour 


and to read by candlelight the chilling 
account of what happened in Glen Coe 
on that terrible night so many years ago. 


If the Clachaig is filled, rooms may be 


found ат the King's House Hotel on Ran- 
noch Moor. Once used as a barracks for 
the troops of King George II on one of 
their neverending searches for the elu- 
sive Bonnie Prince Charlie, it is said to 
be Scotland's oldest continuously licensed 
n. Accommodation and food are fi 
class, but the most memorable feature is 
the inn’s location on the edge of the 
moor. Few places in the country are as 
desolate. Even in fair weather and bright 
sun, the panorama of marsh, stunted is- 
lands in Stygian ponds and the bare 
mountains beyond is one that chills the 
spine. Ti is e in which dark and 
terrible deeds would seem to flourish, 
and the lights of the King's House are a 
welcome sight to guests who have wan- 
dered olt after dinner for a stroll 


From the moor. the road straggles 
northwest to Fort William and Loch 
Ness, where there is always a settlement 


of hopeful monster spotters camped on 
the banks. At the head of the loch i 
Inverness. the true capital of the High- 
lands, and not too far away is the melan- 
holy battlefield. of Culloden, where the 
Highlanders’ dreams of glory under the 
Bonnie Prince finally disintegrated in 
the face of the English amy. Some 25 
miles north of Fort William, the road 
curs olf to the west at Invergany and 
follows the route of an old military high- 
way past lakes and through forests and 
eventually ro the village of Kyle of 
Lochalsh; the hulk of Land. about 1 
mile ollshore is the ble of Skye, 1 
island of the Inner Hebrides. There has 
been talk in recent years of building a 
bridge over this narrow strait, but the 
only people in favor of the project seem 
to be those who build bridges aud those 
who profit from their existence. Nobody 
else is very keen about the idea, for the 
name Skye is synonymous with romantic 
legend, and a bridge would inevitably 
diminish the magic. One crosses on a car 
ferry, 

Scotland’s oldest inhabited castle, Dun- 
ve on the Isle of Skye; here the 
chiefs of the Clan MacLeod have lived 
for 700 years. One lives there tod 
Visitors, who are allowed in on weekday 
afternoons, are always morbidly curious 
to sce the room in which one of the 
© MacLeods dispatched two 
A three nephews one day in 
а somewhat unorthodox attempt 
to secure the chieftaincy for himself. 
Skye is also the burial place of the hero- 
ine Flora MacDonald—who helped Prince 
Charlie make yet another escape from the 
ry Е 
the goodluck emblem of the MacLeods. 


more psycho 
brothers 


Twice it has heen wa . and 
victory followed on The 
flag is among the relics displayed i 


Dunvegan Castle, along with the huge 
drinking horn of Rory Mor, the 13th 
chiel, which is filled with claret upon the 
ascendancy of a new chief and must һе 


ined by the claimant to the title. 
Rory Mor would do the füng in his 
grave if he knew that for most modern 
chiefs, the horn has a false bottom 

Only about 100 of the western islands. 
e inhabited today. Two that lie close 
to Skye are Rona, where the lighthouse 


keepers are the only resid and 
Soay, whose population com a 
fisherman and his family. Neither island 
has a regularly scheduled ferry connec- 
tion with the mainland, and about the 
only outsiders who set foot on them are 
the yachismen who drop anchor in thei 


lets, At the southernmost end of the 
Hebrides is Islay, пой for its magnifi- 
cent beaches and u ed ways. Not 
far from the principal village of Port 
Ellen is a tweed mill operated by an 
elderly man who shears the sheep, washes, 
dries and dyes the wool and then weaves 
it into tweed himself, His machinery is 
powered by the river that runs the water 
wheel on the side of his mill. Te is an 
arduous but rewarding process and the 
customers are in no great rush, One aged 
couple ou Islay are said to have been 
waiting most of their married lives for 
the local photographer to deliver the 
daguerreotypes of their weddi 
Not far from the Islay Hotel is a golf 
couse, splendid in its way, but appreci 
ated mainly by those islanders who chi 
ish it as a source of peat lor their hearths. 
а Wout and salmon are fished in local 
rivers, but the biggest contribution ol 
these crystal waters is to the Islay whisky 
distilleries. About 12 miles from Port 
is the village of Bowmore, one of 

the few communities on British soil that 
had the War of 1812 brought home with 
a vengeance when it was attacked in 1813 
by а vagtag fleet under the command of 
American privateer. That quiet, love: 


an 


t seen so much excite: 

ment ever since. 
But there are many other parts of 
western Scotland, of course, where sedu 


sion cin be found in the midst of such 
spoiled scenery, and it’s not alw 
necessary to travel to the islands to ex- 
perience it. Everywhere in this incom- 
bly beautiful country 
bewitch and people with stories 
to tell. Perhaps their legends—and those 
of the Highlands themselves—seem out of 
context in our world. but that may be 
our loss. Skye, the other Scottish. islands 
nd the Highlands do not share our ob- 
session with the future; they are bound 
up with the past because it cannot be 
escaped. It seems to hang in the mist, in 
the folds of glowering mounta mock- 
ing the tinny automobiles and their oc- 
cupants who must return to city homes, 
It can be heard in the pipes at the gath 
erings and read in the keeps 
geons of battered castles, lying. 
and growing older. 
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Am 7 


ET f 


“105 nice to see youngsters taking 


205 


an interest in nature. 


PLAYBOY 


206 culates someth 


an end (continued from page 114) 


ative influences. We know that 
h rate is directly affected by 
ailability, pollution levels and 
crowding. Experts can even reach con- 
sensus on how the material standard. of. 
living—meaning health services and 
housing, as well as the other fruits of 
technology—sharply reduces the death 
rate as it climbs above some minimum 
level necessary to sustain life. But fur- 
ther improvement in the standard of 
living doesn’t do much to reduce the 
death rate, no matter how high it goes. 
nilarly, deaths caused by 1970 pollu- 
tion levels are almost negligible when 
compared with the effects of the other 
factors. But if pollution levels climb ten 
or a hundred times higher than they have 
reached already—and pollution will reach 
such levels if current trends continue— 
ticipate a death тас high 
enough to make the worst plagues in hi 
tory seem like mild outbreaks of flu. 

Crowding also has its effect on the 
th rate. In the extreme case, people 
will kill one another for room to stand, 
but long before that limit is reached, the 
psychological effects and social stresses 
of cime, war and disease will do their 
nage, Garrett Hardin of the Univer- 
sity of fornia writes of a more subtle 
effect of crowding. The cyclone that 
struck East Pakistan in November 1970 
was reported to have killed 500,000 
people. The newspapers said it was the 
cyclone that killed them. Hardin says 
crowding was the cause. “The Gangetic 
delta is barely above sea level," he says. 
Every year, several thousand people are 
killed in quite ordinary storms. If Pak 
stan were not overcrowded, no sane man 
would bring his family to such a place. 
A delta belongs to the nd the 
man obtrudes there at his peril." 

Birth rate is calculated. in а simi 
way. Food production, pollution levels, 
crowding and mate 
ing have their separa 
influences on the rate of growth. The 
difference between births and deaths es- 
tablishes net population gain; and, giv- 
en the current figures for standards of 
living, food availability, pollution and 
crowding, total population can be recal- 
culated at апт int s as far into 
the future as you like. 


quanti 


Jt isn't necessary to go into all the 


nd capital 
tal investment (de- 
pendent on population, material standard 
of living, and discard or wear-out time of 
equipment). Forrester also cl- 
ag he calls quality of life. 


This goes up when there are adequate 
food, medical service, housing and con- 
sumer goods, and low levels of crowding 
and pollution. 

The amount of calculation necessary 
overloads the human brain. It would take 
1000 men at 1000 calcul: 
the numbers year by year, following the 
labyrinthine relationships of the system. 
But it takes only a few seconds to run the 
projection on a computer, With the re- 
lationships agreed to up front by 
tural and industrial experts, census takers 
and financial and economic advisors, For- 
rester pushes the start button and lets the 
computer plot out curves that start with 
the year 1900 and go to 2100. The results 
offer some object lessons in how close 
man is to committing suicide 
The first thing we learn is that the 
nemy is our love of growth. Enormous 
pressures are now appearing on ай sides 
that will act to suppress growth. Natural 
resources are being depleted: pollution 
levels, crowding and inadequate food 
supplics, either separately or in concert, 


tors to work out 


с going to arrest and reverse popula- 
tion growth forcibly and disastrously. 
Exactly which will deliver the coup de 
gráce is unclear, but the curves show the 
possible alternatives. It is for man to 
decide which he prefers. 


pared with some of the others, these 
curves look almost tolerable. This projec- 
tion shows population rising steadily un- 
about 2020, when natural resources 
start falling sharpl 


machinery and raises agricultural yields. 
But a growing population needs more 
resources—at first just for the amenities 
of life, later for survival. The industrial- 
ized nations are growing rapidly and are 
placing ever-increasing demands on the 
resources that often come from under 
developed countries. What will happen 
when the resourcesupplying nations start 
to hold back because they see the day 
when their own demands will require 
able supplies? 

In this projection, the material stand- 
ard of living (not graphed) will climb. 
until about the year 2000; car 


ment per person will continue to increase 
until then—before the depletion of r 
u 


1 resources has had a chance to n 
self felt. Then, in about 2050, industrial- 
ization will turn down as resource short- 
ages become grave. Pollution will 
approximately six times 1970 level 
this won't be high enough to cr 
runaway pollution catastrophe. There 
will however, be widespread dissatisfac- 
tion because the quality of life will drop 
slowly as pollution grows and as crowd- 
ing adds its irritations. 


ION 
POLLUTI 


1900 1920 1940 1960 1980 2000 2020 2040 2060 2080 2100 


In this first projection (above), For- 
rester showed mankind running out of 
natural resources. He assumed that 
placeable coal, oil, gas and metal ores will 


rre- 


require more and more effort to tear out 
nd that technology will not 
them. Com- 


of the earth 
fnd quick substitutes for 


For his second projection, Forrester 
sumed we wouldn't be so lucky as to 
n out of natural resources. Suppose 
science finds plastic or glass substitutes 
for metals, and new power sources make 


it possible for us to reduce demands on 


reserves. He went back to 


l, gas and oi 


POLLUTION. 
= 


1900 1920 1940 1960 1980 2000 2020 2040 2060 2080 2100 


the computer with the natural-resources- 
depletion rate after 1970 reduced to 25 
percent of its former value (above). 

In this case, capital investment and 
population grow until pollution levels 
get so high that death rate. birth rate and 
food production are drastically and dan- 
gerously alfected. Population goes to al- 
most six billion by 2030 and then, in a 
scant 30 years, drops to one billion. This 
worldwide catastrophe of mind- 
proportions, Wat, pestilence, 
starvation and infant mortality unn the 
world into a morgue. The highly indus- 
wialized countries probably suffer most, 
because they are least able to survive 


the disruption to the environment and 
to the food supply. 

Some writers have suggested that be- 
fore we experience a catastrophe of this 
nitude, n 


m unkind will stop the pollu- 


tion-generating process by legislation or 


even revolution; but this is not very 


ncrator of 


likely. The most important 


pollutants is induswialization, which is 
also the major contributor to a higher 
standard of living. 1t is difficult to imag- 
ine underdeveloped nations agreeing to 
a curtailment of their industrial. growth. 
The rich nations cannot. say to the poor 
ones, “OK, we've gone as far as we can 
go. Lers hold still right here.” It is just 
as impossible to зау to the poor of our 
ve really got to stop. 
Sorry, you can't have shoes for the chil- 
dren. an 


own country, "Wi 
indoor toilet, a gas stove, a 
Yet, if 
poor of all nations were to move up to 
the standard of li 


hearing aid for grandma." the 


5 now enjoyed by a 
majority of. Americans, we would havc a 
pollution load on the environment ten 
times today's level. 


The conclusion is inescapable. I the 
world is to achieve equilibrium at a 
material standard o£ living at or close to 
the level now enjoyed by the developed 
nations, world population and indus- 
wialization must be considerably lower 
than the current averages. And that is 
political dynamite. 

This projection demonstrates a vitally 
important characteristic of the world 
system: It is going to reach equilibrium 
one way or another. We are entering a 
turbulent time, a time when the dedici- 
tion to growth in the advanced nations 
will haye to give way. It is impossible 
for every citizen of the world alive today 
to enjoy the standard of living that has 
been taken for granted in the West. The 
goals of our civilization will have to 


change, and when goals change, tradi 
tions no longer serve. We can predict a 
period of great u 


vest and uncertainty, 
ty 
of world war, unless enough. people sec 
that the tue enemy is the system, mot 
one another. 


with a frighteningly greater posibi 


A second discoura teristic 


of the system is that major scientific 


achievement in the form of reduced de 
pletion of natural resources has the effect 
only of postponing the date of catas 
trophe. It permits greater overshoot of 
industrialization and population 
will actually magnify the 
when it finally comes 

With this firmly in 
tively easy to predict what will happen 


and 


catastrophe 
mind, it is rela 


if the next solution is attempted. Sup- 
pose we agree with th 


underdeveloped 
nations that their material needs should 
be met, and they agree to join us in 
trying to cmb population growth. ‘That 
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means we increase capital investment 
(to give them a better standard of liv- 
ing) but apply extreme moral and eco- 
nomic pressure to hold down the birth 
rate. In this projection (at right), For- 
rester assumed we cut the birth rate in 
half in 1970 and increase capital invest 
ment by 20 percent. For the first few 
years, things look good. Food per person 
increases, material standard of living rises 
and crowding is held close to present 
levels. But the more affluent world popu- 
lation ends up using natural resources too 
fast. Capital investment zooms and the 
pollution load on the environment reaches 
the critical level even earlier than it did 
in the previous run. 

The reduction ii 


birth rate tempo- 
xarly slows population growth, but 
lower death rate, greater food produc 
tion and eased crowding conditions soon 
encourage the population to start up 
again, and it is now a richer and more 
polluting population. This shows the 
curious interrelationships of what sy 
tems analysts call negative feedback, By 
starting а promising birth-control pro- 
gram, we simultaneously release other 
natural pressures that help defeat the 
program. Heic is the core of the nature 
of systems. When one pressure or combi- 
nation of pressures is lightened, the 
sult is likely to be the substitution of a 
new problem for the old. Often the new 
problem is more difficult to solve or less 
tolerable to live with than the old one. 
Advanced societies have come to ex- 
pect technology to solve their problems. 
Technology works well when there are 
unlimited natural resources and geograph- 
ical space to expand into; but in the 
real world, we reach limits. Ehrlich's 
Ik bottle is close around us. 

The projections also demonstrate the 
trade-off between short-term and long- 


— 


1900 1920 1940 1960 1980 2000 2020 2040 2060 2080 2100 


term consequences of a decision. The 
developed nations all achieved their 
higher material standard of living by 
devoting a generation or two to build- 
ing up a store of capital equipment 
They used the productive capacity of 
labor to make machines and factories 
rather than food and other consum 
goods. Robber barons did it for Eng- 
land during the Industrial Revolution 
and for the U.S, during the carly expan- 
sion phase of its growth. The Soviet 
Union achieved the same result by ar 
bitrarily denying its citizens the immediate 
fruits of their labor. 


ble 


But there aie few social mechanisms in 
the underdeveloped nations to defer 
shortiun benefit for long-term return. 
"Ehe scarcity of such mechanisms may 
turn out to be a good thing, because it 
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has the desirable effect of keeping aver- 
age world capital investment under con 
trol, If we can simultaneously reduce 
capital investment, agree to hold the ma- 
terial standard of living at present levels, 
reduce the birth rate to half its current 
level, reduce pollution generation to half 
its current level (by a cutback in indus 
trialization and by application of science 
to the problem), perhaps hold back on 
food production somewhat (if population 
is stabilized at or below the current level. 
we won't be needing much more food 
than is now produced), then, for the first 
time, we see the possibility of reaching 
equilibrium without catastrophic over- 
shoot and population decline (left). 

On the surface, it seems antichumani- 
tarian to reduce tal investment and 
stop the effort to raise food production. 
Such drastic measures couldn't possibly 
he accepted without years of study and 
discussion, But the alternatives are dire 
and inescapable. The population explo- 
sion and pollution are direct descendants 
of old gods—industrialization and science. 
Without drastically changing its prior 
ties, world population will collapse in 
less than a century from the effects of 
pollution, food shortage, disease and war. 
zes that his analyses 


ster. empha: 


are not intended as literal year-by-year 
predictions; but he docs insist that man's 
viewpoim must become world-wide and 


centuries deep if the species is to survive. 
Dennis Meadows dean-cut 
young rescarchers, meanwhile, study dull 
books of statistics, scribble numbers on 
lined pads and occasionally push a few 
buttons on a computer console in what 
surely must be the least dramatic attempt 
ever made to save the world. 
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PLAYBOY INTERVIEW 


reviews he'd told me about. Well. Se 
mour looked around until he found an 
old sock in a drawer and in the sock 
a tattered little piece of paper. 
a London Times dipping w 


It was 


West End 


deserved а 
booking. That the gr 
“Are there any more?” I asked. Seymour 
couldn't remember any more, so, alter 
calming down, I decided that since I was 
already in London, I might as well sce 
if anything could be done for Shadows. 
Johnny Staccalo had just started out on 
the BBG and was a big hit, so 1 
interviewed a lot and all kinds of people 


that Shadows 


was 


t revi 


suddenly wanted to sce Shedows. 
Our timing couldn't have been beue 
There was a uemendous social and film 
revolution going on їп England—the 
y-young-man thing—und Saturday 
ht and Sunday Morning was just 


(continued from page 70) 


bout to be made. The people who were 
1 of that revolution saw that if Shad- 

е to be a success, they would 
have an opportu ake the films 
they wanted. So all kinds of people got 


y to n 


behind us and Shadows gor reviews Шаг 
were way beyond expectations. We be- 
came enormously successful in London; 
one night Seymour and I stood em- 
bracing and crying when we saw lines 
around the block outside the Academy 
Theater, where we'd opened. It was a 
thrilling experience, and the sime thing 
happened w 


nén 


п we played the 
thèque in Paris, and we also did well in 


Sweden, 

Then Seymour took Shadows to the 
Venice Film Festival and we won the 
Cities’ Award. British Lion bought 


the film; it was the first time a for 
company had ever acquired an Ame 


can film and then released it in the U.S. 
But all chat tremendous hoop! 
on the other side of the Atlantic, Fm 
sony to say. In America, we had what 
we started out with—a 16mm black-and- 
white, grainy, rule-breaking, nonimpor- 
tant film that got shown only when 
somcone was willing to do us a favor. 
PLAYBOY: Then what did you do? 
CASSAVETES: Aside from trying to get the 
picture exhibited, nothing. I played а 
И with my friends; I (ried 
ting jobs: but mostly, I just sat 


а stayed 


PLAYBOY: When did your career begin 
picking up again? 
CASSAVETES: About а year 
Rackin of Paramount | 
in London and liked it. 
to fly out to California with a script 
if he liked it, I could do it for P 
mount. I immediately got hold of Dick 
Carr, a writer on the Staccato series, and 
we sti y and two nights 
working on a script for Too Late Blues. 
We presented it to Rackin the morning 
after we finished it and that night Marty 
called to sty that he loved ir and that 
he wanted me to start on the film in two 
weeks. Just like that, Paramount had 
made me а producertirector, Well, what 
I didn’t know tli about producing 1 
still don't know, but I was happy to ger 
the job. Unfortunately, I ako didn't 
know anything about directing at a major 
studio, so Too Lale Blues never had a 
chance, E should have made the film my 
ow! —in New York instead of С: 
fornia and not on an impossibly tight 
schedule, To do the film right, I needed 
six months, and I agreed to make it in 
30 days—working with people who didn't 
like me, didn't trust me and d t care 
about the film. 1 couldn't that 
anybody would pur up money and not 
bout their own product 

so blew it because 1 was so naive. 
to the office to see Rackin 
John, take off your direc 
Drs hat, I want to talk to you as a 


kuer. Marty 
d seen Shadows 


He wanted me 
nd 


ed up two d 


believe 


I would w 
and he'd say, 


produces.” I would actually put my hand 
d, looking for a hat—a perfect 
even know which de- 
1 how to 
that, but | 


through, 


on my he: 


moron. I didn’t 


partments to go to for what a 
Not 


get things done only 
did a disgusting t 
1 knew 1 wasn’t making a good movie, 
1 did the best 1 could without really 
exerting myself. And all because I didn't 
know how to fight, | didn't even know 
ou were supposed to hy 
PLAYBOY: Wi 
fight for 
CASSAVETES- 
man. If you м: 


D 


ht. 
were you supposed 1o 
id with whom? 


You're supposed to be a 


to shoot а film in New 


York because that’s the best place to 
shoot it, then you fight for that, and if 
you lose, you don’t make the movie. 
You're supposed to pick your own cast 
and how much you want to pay them, or 
else you quit. I'd learned all that by the 
end of Too Late Blues. Strangely enough, 
Marty Rackin still liked me and Para- 
mount upped my salary to $125,000 a 
picture. T told them I wouldn't do an- 
other film unless I wanted to do it and 
unless I could do it my own way. 
PLAYBOY: How did they take that? 
CASSAVETES: They said OK. I was now а 
big-time director; because of the studio's 
endorsement, I had become а hot property 
—despite the fact that all Га done in 
Hollywood was make one lousy picture. 
1 subsequently learned that Rackin had 
stockholders and tell them 
a bright guy. Hed built me up, 
taken a gamble on a guy who t 
turning out very well and he had no 
real option but to go with me and hope 
1 was smart enough to learn. And I did 
learn. I learned all the tricks: to get a 
big office and to ask for anything and 
everything and insist on it. 

PLAYBOY: Did you make any other pic. 
tures for Paramount? 

Cassavetes: | began working on a pic 
ture called The Men, which 1 
wrote with Dick Garr. But when we gave 
the script to the producer—I wasn't 
going to play producer agai 
going through. it with a pencil and mut- 
tering, “This is wo long, far too long. 
While he was having himself a good 
time, I went straight to Rackin and told 
him what was happening—and that 1 
wouldnt have anything to do with 
the movie. Rackin said, “John, please, 
you've got to do it" So, like a jerk, I 
stumbled through, trying to make it. 
The Iron Men out an all-Negro 
air squadron during World War Two; 
Sidney Poitier was cast to play the lead. 
Anyway next thing I know, | got a 
telephone call, asking me if I want Burt 
Lancaster, who was set to play a blow- 
hard war correspondent in the film. We 
got to like cach other a lot; we talked 
about the film—I was privately con- 


Iron 


he began 


vinced it was going to be a botched-up 
picture—and also about the fact that 
Burt was scheduled to do a movie for 
United Artists called A Child Is Wait- 
ing. Then Stanley Kramer called me and 
asked if 1 could leave The from Men to 
direct A Child Is Waiting, which he was 
producing. I told him that our movie 
was coming along fine and that I couldn't 
quit it. 

PLAYBOY: Since you did direct A Child Is 
Waiting, you obviously got out of The 


s 


"It's a blend of ground meats and tasty graues 
appetizingly poured over a shingle.” 


Iron Men. How did you ma 
CASSAVETES: | didn't really ge it. 
Luckily—or unluckily, as it turned out 
—The Iron Men just fell through. And 
T was very glad to have the chance to do 
A Child Is Waiting. 1 wanted i0 work 
with Lancaster and both of us really 
believed it would be a great film; it was 
about retarded children. I spent three 
and a half months doing research on the 
subject with the writer, Abby Mann, visit- 
ing retarded children and their parents, 
talking to their teachers and learning 
about their lives. Getting to know those 
children wa oving and really beauti- 
ful experience. But not so the picture. 
PLAYBOY: Did you run into problems 
with the studio again? 

Cassavetes: No, with Kramer. "The pic- 
ture was not beautiful because I again 
discovered something about myself, 
something I should have found out ear- 
lier: I could no longer compromise. I 
wasnt about to make another film 
where we didn't say something real. I 
found the kids funny and human and 
nd real But 
the picture wasn't geared that way at all. 
I wanted to m 


ge ie 


sad. But mainly funny 


c the kids funny, to 
show that they were human and warm 


PLAYBOY: Kramer fired you at the com- 
pletion of shooting and didn't allow you 
to work on the final cut. Why? 

CASSAVETES: 1 can't blame him for taking 
the picture away, because it didn’t fit 
his small, narrow viewpoint—and Stan- 
Jey Kramer is a small, narrow man. He 


doesn't understand that you can laugh 
at someone you love. So when he saw 
the film, he was incensed; I was fired, 
the picture was recut and it finally 
didn't say anything about the people we 
were talking about. The diflerence in 
the two versions is that Stanley's picture 
id retarded children belong in institu- 
tions and the picture I shot said retard- 
ed children are better in their own way 
than supposedly healthy adults, 1 don't 
really hate Kramer anymore, though. If 
I'd been open enough with myself, 1 
would have known he and I never could 
have dealt on the same level. 
PLAYBOY: You say you don't hate Ko 
anymore; did you then? 
CASSAVETES: Sure 1 did. A Child Is Wait- 
ing wasn't about a fictitious world; it's a 
reality for a lot of people. I had scen the 
great difficulty adults have in facing their 
children’s retardation, but the kids’ prob- 
lems are very different. Their difficulty 
is finding acceptance, acceptance to do 
the same things normal adults do. The 
picture as released seemed to me a be- 


mer 


ents, who Jet us use their kids. At first I 
wasn't going to make a scene about it, 
irt want to hurt anybody. 
ized that truth. is impor 
tant; I needed to know that if I made a 
film about a sensitive subject like mental 
retardation, the people I made the film 
about would know I had done it to the 
best of my ability, with no copping out. 
So I really let Kramer have it; I got into 
a tremendous fight with him—one that 
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212 about you, but there 


was really more violent than I had 
anticipated. 

PLAYBOY: Were fists involved? 
CASSAVETES: Let's just say it was violent 
—a lot of bitterness, hostility, screaming, 
yelling, cursing and even some pushing. 
I knew I didn't have to take it in that 
direction, but I finally chose to, because 


I didn't want to let him get away with 
what he had done to that film. I wanted 
him to feel the pain of my hatred for 


him, and I'm sure he did. But I also 
knew that it would cost me; in Holly- 
wood you don't go around publicly 
bad-mouthing colleagues, especially big 
producers like Stanley К Tt cost 
me two years of work; after the noise I 
made, I couldu't have gotten a job with 
So became the 
of the family and 1 learned 


mer. 


Looney Tunes. Gena 
breadwinn 
to writ 
PLAYBOY: Did it bother you to have your 
wile supporting your family? 


CASSAVETES: No, 1 loved it. And so did 
Two years of it was just about 
that 


ect for both of us at point. 
жое he was 
happy and 1 was writing; 1 wrote for 
two solid years. And I played with my 
kids and enjoyed myself and re-evaluat- 
ed my life, or 
out of it. 1 did а couple of novels I didn’t 
really care for, so 1 threw them out. I 
did û few scripis and one of them, which 
took m beuer | the 


t least examined the shit 


the n of 


two 


years to do, was really good. I don't want 
to talk about it, but I've kept it and one 
day TH make it. 1 also did a lot of half- 


completed things. The fact is that I grew 
to consider my somewhat enforced leisure 
a natural state until one Christmas, when 


I was out walking in Beverly Hills and 
met Steve Blauner, who was working at 
Screen Gems aid that he thought it 


was time T. got up off my ass and made 
some money. He asked me to с 
rk there. I went home and told 
bout it and she said that whatever I 
wanted to do would be OK | her as 
long as it was what 1 wanted to do, Well, 
I told her it was time for me to venture 
back into the real world again, so I went 
to work for Screen Gems. 

PLAYBOY: Doing what? 

CASSAVETES: | got hold of Mo McEndree, 
who had produced Shadows, and togeth- 
er we formed a production company at 
Saeen Gems and we began creating 


w 


some television shows. none of which got 
ind. T stayed there for about 
the fuss 


off the р 
months—until I felt that 
А Child Is Waiting was fi 
А that I wasn't on too m 
anymore. I sat down with Mo and said, 
“Listen, it's about time we made moth- 
er movie like Shadows. I don't know 
just no percent 


over 


age in this surreal world for me." Mo 
agreed and we started thinking about 
what kind of picture we would make. 
He remembered а ten-page piece of di 
log I had written during my two-year 
exile, a thing about two men talking 
about the good old days; he suggested 1 
develop it. So 1 got on a typewriter for a 
month and | wound up with 175 pages 
of script which I thought was going to 

y. We got actors to look at it; 
ry and John Manley read it and 
it and both asked to be in it. 
There was а secretary in an office across 
the hall named Lynn Carlin, who I 
knew would be great for the part of the 
I lined Gens up to play а prosti 
and Seymour me he 


Cassel told 


ише 
wanted to play the beach bum. We got 


into rehearsals 
well that 1 said. 
play. lets make it into a 
that’s how I got started on Faces. 
PLAYBOY: Did you have difficulty г: 
money for the film? 


nd they were going so 
Ah, the hell with the 


movie.” And 


kind of 


could a 
t over to 
ink—and acted in two 
TV pilots, which bought me 
movie camera and film. I then had 
enough to start the pictur we shot 
for six and а half months. We wound 
up with an awful lor of loot 
PLAYBOY: How long did it take you to 
edit? 

CASSAVETES: "lice ycus—during which 
time I channeled every penny I earned 
back into the picture. D acted in five 
films during those three years; I did The 
Dirty Dozen, Rosemary's Baby, wo Ital- 
jan films and a motorcycle movie. 
PLAYEOY: How much did you make from 
all those parts? 

CASSAVETES: Well, when Faces was done, 
000. 1 just about broke ехе! 
Was there any ume during 
years when you doubted that Faces 
was worth all the effort? 

CASSAVETES: Never. You know, we always 
try to think about what was the very 
best time of our lives. Usually it’s col- 
lege or childhood or something like that. 
Making Faces was the very best time of 
my life—because of the people. I'd nev- 
er met people like that, and I'm talking 
about every single member of that com- 
pany and cast. people who made my life 
really worth living. 1 never thought once 
during the whole time we were making 
that film that there was anything else 
in the world except those people; they 
were that devoted and pure. 

PLAYBOY: Was Faces ап immediate hit? 
CASSAVETES: No, we had our share of 


Univer 
lousy 


uc. 


it cost $2 


disasters—d milar to the 
ones we went with Shadows. 
We had a couple of midnight screenings 
California and the picture bombed. 
People just didn't respond to it. The 
whole cast came to the first screening 
and I didn't want to let down in front 
of them: afterward. е supposed to 
shake hands with all the people who've 
come to the screening and who are going 
to say insincere things like, “My, that’s 
such an interesting movie." So what I did 
was sort of hide when the lights went 
on; I went to the john. But there was 
no escape: Tt was loaded with friends of 
п ‘Jems, John 
wasted four years of his life on that piece 
of shit.” For some reason, that gave m 
strength to go downstairs pump 
hands, The actors were depressed by the 
lack of response, but no one really crum- 
bled or felt terribly bad. 

we took Faces to Montreal 
nd then 
се Film Festival 
admitted to the 
h five awards, 
We then sold the film to the Walter 
le Organ which released it 
here and 
surprises: I had 
hit on my hands—t 
count 


you 


€ вау 


and 


screened. it for the Vei 
We 
walked out wi 


ation, 


is time in my own 
Proving to me t s worth 
all the nonsense I went through. Proy 
to me that moviemakers don't have to 
spend their time doing garbage they hate. 
And when Husbands performed the same 
way Faces d е me the opportu 
to line up just about whatever pro 
I may want to do without having to sw 
the money. Unbelievable as this m 


sound and for whatever it's worth, Tm 
doing just what T want to with my life 
and on my own terms, without any 
hassling whatsoever. And never have E 
felt so correct about myself, so secure in 
myself. I believe in miracles. 

PLAYBOY: What kind of miracles? 
CASSAVETES: In 1051, “The Miracle of 


i 
credible way 


Zoogan's Bluff" was a phrase sportsw 
ers used to describe the 
the New York Giants caught up with 
the Brooklyn Dodgers to win the Na 
tional nt. When Bobby 


League ре 


Thomson hit that home run to beat the 


a 


Dodgers, that w. cle. Jt might 
not have been my mirade, but at uh 
time T thought it was. That's how Ive 
lived. Films have been n 
life: Ge mirade; шу chil- 
dren have been m ig te: 
coming into my eyes during stupid con- 
versations is a miracle, And after so 
much of my life has been difficult, repel- 
lent and a turnoff, 1 find that still being 
able to love is a mirade. 


acles ii 


“No, I'm not tired—just trying to remember 
why we were going upstairs.” 
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READER SERVICE 


Write to Janet Pilgrim for the an- 
swers to your shopping questions. 
She will provide you with the name 
of a retail store in or near your city 
where you can buy any of the spe- 
cialized items advertised or edito- 
rially featured in PLAYBOY. For 
example, where-to-buy information is 
available for the merchandise of the 
advertisers in this issue listed below. 


American Tourister Luggage ........181 
Columbia Record Club. 

Card Between 16-17 
Harley-Davidson Motorcycles 37 
Kodak 6 
Konica Cameras > RUE ISTUD 
1 ERES Nm 


Sportswear 
Auto 


“Between 24 
1 


М 
Pion El 
m Bawen 48-39. 
n Beaweeo 198-109 
y 

a 
Remington 31 
Sony Electro 1 
Stag Auto 5 
Toyo Electr эз 
Toyota Auto 57 
Use these lincs for information about other 
featured merchandise. 


Miss Pilgrim will be happy to answer 
any of your other questions on fash- 
ion, travel, food and drink, hi-fi, etc. 
1f your question involves items you 
saw in PLAYBOY, please specify page 
number and issue of the magazine ав 
well as a brief description of the items 
when you write. 


PLAYBOY READER SERVICE 
Playboy Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave. 
Chicago, Minois 60611 
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NEXT MONTH: 


MARRIAGES FUTURE 


[EN 


1971'S BUNNIES RACING'S RICHEST 


HAMILTON'S GIRLS 


GEORGE McGOVERN, THE DEMOCRATIC PRESIDENTIAL HOPE- 
FUL, DISCUSSES HIS POSITIONS ON THE WAR IN VIETNAM AND 
DOMESTIC AFFAIRS, HIS POLITICAL OPPOSITION AND FUTURE 
IN AN EXCLUSIVE PLAYBOY INTERVIEW 


“BUNNIES OF 1971"—TEN PAGES OF PHOTOGRAPHIC ACCO- 
LADES TO AN INTERCONTINENTAL ARRAY OF COTTONTAILS 


“MY PERFECT MURDER"—IN THIS HIGH-TENSION TALE, A 
MAN GOES HOME TO KANSAS TO AVENGE OLD WRONGS AND 
QUENCH A FESTERING LIFELONG HATE—BY RAY BRADBURY 


“THE FUTURE OF MARRIAGE"—UNDER GROWING SOCIAL 
PRESSURES, MATRIMONY IN YEARS TO COME WILL ADD NEW 
GUISES TO A FAMILIAR FORM—BY MORTON HUNT 


“ALSO KNOWN AS CASSIUS"'—AN IRONIC STORY OF A LONELY 
BOY WHO, WITH HIS NEW-FOUND FRIEND, DISCOVERS THE GRO- 
TESQUE TRUTH ABOUT HIS MOTHER—BY HAL BENNETT 


“*$8884.42 A SECOND"—A FAST-PACED ACCOUNT OF THE ALL 
AMERICAN FUTURITY, A QUARTER-HORSE RACE THAT SEEMS 
MORE LIKE A GOLD RUSH—BY RICHARD RHODES 


“GOODBYE TO THE BLIND SLASH DEAD KID'S HOOCH"— 
HOW, AS THE WAR WINDS DOWN, THE CHANCE OF BEING THE LAST 
GI KILLED LOOMS UNBEARABLY LARGE—BY ARTHUR HADLEY— 
PLUS A TELLING COLLECTION OF VIETNAM GRAFFITI 


“PLAYBOY'S PRO FOOTBALL PREVIEW”— PRE-SEASON 
APPRAISAL OF THE TEAMS AND PLAYERS—BY ANSON MOUNT 


“THE MOLE PEOPLE BATTLE THE FORCES OF DARKNESS” 
—A LOW-CAMP FARCE STARRING THE REDOUBTABLE NOBBA- 
WAWA-NOCKEE BOYS’ CHOIR—BY JEAN SHEPHERD 


“THE AGE OF AWAKENING''—WITH RARE SENSITIVITY, PHO- 
TOGRAPHER DAVID HAMILTON CAPTURES THE INEFFABLE, 
ELUSIVE BEAUTY OF EMERGING WOMANHOOD 


“FISH STORY''—RAISING THE ECOLOGICAL QUESTION: CAN AN 
ASIAN WALKING CATFISH EXIST IN А WORLD OF PHOSPHATES, 
MERCURY AND RICHARD NIXON?—BY DAVID STANDISH 


Seagram's МО. 


For people who really know how to live. 


They seem to do everything. And they do it right. Even when 
it comes to having a drink. It has to be Seagram's VO. Very special. 
Very Canadian. Very right. Known by the company it keeps. 


Seagram's Û J Canadian 


CANADIAN WHISKY — A BLEND OF SELECTEO WHISKIES. SIX 
YEARS OLD.86.8 PROOF. SEAORAM DISTILLERS COMPANY, И... 


DEWARS PROFILES 


(Pronounced Do-ers “White Label”) 


CHARLES DE ROSE 


HOME: Ft. Lee, New Jersey 


AGE: 31 
PROFESSION: Financial planning consultant 


to theater perso 
and key executive 
HOBBIES: Horticulture, sky-diving, motor- 
cycling, sports-car rallying. 

LAST BOOK READ: “The Meaning of Meaning” 
LAST ACCOMPLISHMENT: Co-Founder and 
Treasurer of the Dance Theater of Harlem. 


ities, major corporations, 


QUOTE: “The Dance Theater was an opportunity 
to bring Wall Street and the ghetto together. 
They're worlds apart, but money and talent 

can go a long way when there's mutual respect. 
Respect made the whole thing work. I only wish 
there was more of it to go around.” 

PROFILE: A direct, committed, self-made man. "Authentic. There are more than a thousand ways 
Uses his financial al, and theater to blend whiskiesin Scotland, but few areauthenticenough 


involvements to further the cause of human SSR eva tion Wile Cate sx hei quality Standar dawe cel 

: down in 1846 have never varied. Into each drop goes only 
rights and the arts, the finest whiskies from the Highlands, the Lowlands, 
SCOTC 


: Dewar's “White Label” the Hebrides. Dewar's never varies. 


